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There was something formless and perfect before the 
Universe was born. It is serene. Empty. Solitary. 
Unchanging. Infinite. Eternally present. It is the mother of 
the universe. 

-Tao te Ching 
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INTRODUCTION BY JOSEPH MATHENY 


When Ezra asked me to write an introduction to this 
book, I was honored to be asked. However, I admit I agreed 
with a wee bit of trepidation, since I only know Ezra online. 
Well, “know him” is a bit of a misnomer. I am familiar with 
his online presence and know his’ work _ at 
thepsychopath.org. He’s written about my work a few 
times, and we’ve exchanged emails and DMs a few times, 
but know him? 


I know younger people have a very different definition of 
what someone being your friend means or knowing 
someone means, but I’m still a bit old-fashioned about that 
sort of thing. 


So, I’d rather say I am familiar with Ezra’s presence but 
to say I know him would be a stretch by my definition. Am I 
trying to distance myself or cast suspicion by saying all 
this? Absolutely not. I’m just trying to be precise here. 


You see, this work you have before you is about identity. 
Who we are, who we’ve been, who we might still be. It is 
also about a lot of other things, but this is only the intro, 
and I don’t want to ruin it for you. Let us say for now that 
the concept of identity is pretty central to the story and my 
relationship to the author seems relevant to bring up in this 
context. 


Who is Ezra? Where is he from? Where is he going? What 
do I really know about it? Well, you see where I’m going 
with this. 


Anyway, back on track here. 


I think, and this is purely my opinion, that Xen is a 
fictional love poem to the ideals that Kerouac tried to touch 
upon in his work Big Sur . 


Xen is a contemporary look at life, a modem 
reinterpretation of that work, but as I said, that is my 
opinion. 


However, Ezra may be very serious about these events 
being true to life, autobiographical, and _ historically, 
factually; however meaningless, those words really are in 
the philosophical sense. 


So, what if this is fiction? Let’s work with that as a 
premise for a moment. 


Well, he has definitely created an experimental form of a 
story that discards the usual protagonist, antagonist forms, 
and the frustratingly confining thesis-antithesis-synthesis 
formula. He has attempted a true-to-life representation of 
the reality of the liminal and its elusiveness. 


He is working in the tradition of storytellers like Ligotti , 
philosophers like Thacker , and works like, Fanged 
Noumena . 


So, as fiction, I can say it works for me. However, this is 
not a style of writing and thinking that will appeal to 
everyone. If you need a traditionally constructed narrative, 
then you may be left wanting. 


If, however, you, like me, enjoy experiencing the murkier 
realms of reality (and what realms are not murky in real 
life?), then you may be one of the people this work was 
intended for. 


You see, it’s my suspicion that this is not a message 
crafted for a general audience or even a wide one. This is a 
burst transmission, targeted, encrypted, intended only for 
those with the necessary decryption capabilities. 


Again, these are just my personal opinions. 


If it is not fiction, then what can I say? But either way, it 
certainly resonates with my personal experiences of the 
unknown—murky, unknowable, and maddeningly absurd, as 


if by design. A Klein bottle of pretzel logic that, again, as if 
by design, defies a retelling that is indecipherable to all but 
the experienced. This is how I have always experienced the 
more liminal and, therefore, more interesting aspects of 
life. 


I, like Ezra, am interested in the concepts of zero, 
nothingness, and the more obscure forms of Zen that focus 
on nothingness as their central point. 


I, too, admire Tiamat and speculate about her fall in the 
pantheon as humans became civilized and settled down 
from a nomad hunter/gatherer lifestyle into static, citadel 
dwellings. 


I, too, wonder if choosing to become civilized was the 
Rubicon crossed, and now we have no other choice but to 
slide down the slippery slope of modernity to an ultimate 
demise. Maybe a rebirth, but equally probable our 
swansong. 


All things that, especially now, warrant more thought and 
consideration. 


This isn’t my book, so I don’t want to expel a lot of hot air 
here. I truly hate when an introduction attempts to critique 
or explain the work it precedes in too much detail. 


I just want to say, read this book and see if it rings a bell 
for you. 


If not, no harm, no foul. There is a syllabus of sorts at the 
end of this book, so maybe go read those expository 
references and come back to this work, or not, as you will. 


This is an encrypted transmission. Trying to brute force 
your way past the encryption can lead to, if you’re lucky, a 
case of severe disappointment or, should you be unlucky, 
enduring madness of the unholy kind. It is not without its 
danger to proceed and try and force the issue. This is the 


hard-earned wisdom of luminaries like Colonel Kurtz. 
Maybe not the methodology you want but the one you need. 


Proceed at your own risk, and don't say I didn't warn you. 


-Joseph Matheny 
In the year of the plague, 2020 


“Any writer who hopes to approximate what actually occurs 
in the mind and body of his characters cannot confine 
himself to such an arbitrary structure as a logical 
sequence.” - William S. Burroughs 


CALL ME EZRA 


Call me Ezra. 


I know someone famous once started a book with a 
similar line. 


Bear with me; I think you’ll see why I chose this opening 
as the appropriate one to mimic. 


Mimic may be too harsh a word. Let’s call it an homage. 


When Melville started Moby Dick with the line “Call me 
Ishmael,” what was he saying? 


He was telling you that the narrator’s name is not 
Ishmael, at least not anymore. He was saying that for the 
sake of convenience, you may refer to him as Ishmael. 


This is by no means admission to ownership of the name. 
He wasn’t saying, for instance, “I was born Ishmael...” 


He was simply telling the reader that for the sake of 
convenience, you may call him Ishmael. 


Although subtle, it is a distinction that you’ll come to 
understand as an important one. 


This subtle distinction speaks to identity. Its lack, its loss, 
and even its irrelevance. 


What is a name anyway? 


Ephemeral words blown toward an object in space like a 
bat echolocating an obstacle. 


Words identify objects, but all objects change over time. 


Wouldn’t it stand to reason then that the words we 
concoct to identify them should also change over time? 


This whole notion of having the same name from birth to 
death is a con job. It’s an attempt to lock you into stasis 


and identify you as an object when, in fact, you are not an 
object at all but rather a continuum. 


Call me Ezra. 
My identity is unimportant in this story. 
Once I had a birth name, just like you probably do. 


I have discarded that name because I consider it a slave 
name. 


If you think that is some kind of statement of identity 
politics, I assure you it is not. This is instead a manifesto 
refuting the idea of a static identity. 


This is a class statement, but unlike any definition of 
class you’ve ever encountered before. 


The class we speak of here crosses all kinds of 
boundaries, including racial, economic, social, and 
probably some that aren’t defined yet. 


You might call it the ultimate intersectional situation. 


When I say slave, I mean indentured servitude to the total 
control system that encompasses your state of being. An 
invisible, ambient hegemony that is entangled in every 
aspect of your nature. 


No, not the Illuminati or the Deep State. Nothing so 
trivial. 


This is not some batshit crazy conspiracy rant. 


I am talking about a genuine phenomenon that you are 
probably only vaguely aware of. 


It is oppression so comprehensive that you are probably 
not aware of its magnitude. 


It is that way by design. 


There is a control system that you have aided in the 
construction of, and it surrounds you. Its victory is made 


complete by your lack of awareness of it. Invisibility is total 
victory when it comes to this kind of oppression. 


Your unknowing complicity is its ironic triumph. 


Author and visionary Philip K. Dick called it the Black 
Iron Prison. He also recognized it as a self-constructed 
device. 


We have walled ourselves in brick by brick like some mad 
Poe-esque asylum resident. Unaware of our motivations but 
unable to stop ourselves from performing the obsessive- 
destructive actions, guided by an invisible hand. 


A mad god-child absentmindedly walling itself in with its 
own building blocks. Appropriately, those blocks are 
marked with alphabetic symbols. 


Words make the walls that trick us into complying with 
stasis. 


This story I am going to tell you is not about a white 
whale in the literal sense, but rather in the figurative 
sense. This does not diminish its effectiveness; rather, it 
enhances it. 


The cobblestones of the road we tread upon while on this 
journey were laid in place by no less than the human 
Shamanic traditions, dada, the _ surrealist poets, 
innumerable artists, from walls of caves to the walls of 
random buildings that host graffiti art. 


The object we chase on our journey is called total 
freedom, absolute zero. 


The strategy we will use for this chase is the complete 
derangement of the senses as prescribed by such illustrious 
doctors of the soul as Arthur Rimbaud and Antonin Artaud. 


I lost my mind to regain my soul, and I have not an ounce 
of regret. 


I revel in my fortune. 


I pass this story on, like a message in a bottle. 


I do this in case you, the one who reads or hears this, also 
seek an exit strategy. 


I hope that by looking at my roadmap out, you are able to 
construct your own. 


There is no one way out, and my way cannot be yours. 


This prison is a reflexive system, and it reconfigures itself 
in response to the current situation that it faces and that 
meets it. 


This is the abyss that Nietzsche talked about. Never 
forget that as much as you are capable of staring into it, it 
has the ability to stare into you. 


This implies sentience or at the very least, 
responsiveness. 


If you are struggling to understand what it is, I am saying 
I ask that you bear with me. 


If you just cannot catch a glimpse, I fully support your 
right to delete or throw this journal across the room, as the 
case may be. 


I will not object, should you demand my censorship or at 
least my exclusion from access to a recording device. 
However, if you do begin to see what it is that I am trying 
so hard to describe, you just might also experience the 
breakthrough that I experienced and feel the exhilaration 
of total freedom. 


You will be out of the cage but still in the zoo. You will 
finally be free to run, and I suggest you do so. 


Call me Ezra. 


PART 1 
THE MONLOGUES 


THE FOLLOWING IS THE TRANSCRIPT OF AN AUDIO 
JOURNAL RECORDED BY EZRA BUCKLEY. 


TRANSCRIPT OF AUDIO FILES 


SOUND: THE SOUND OF A RECORDER BEING TURNED 
ON 


SOUND: LEAVES RUSTLING AND HEAVY BREATHING, 
THUMPING SOUND OF SOMEONE WALKING 


EZRA: (A BIT HARRIED AND BREATHLESS FROM 
WALKING) I suppose this is either an audio journal, a 
suicide note, or a podcast. (LAUGHS, RUEFULLY) 


I guess that depends on what I'm here to do and whether 
or not I survive it, whatever "it" is. 


Funny. I have never expressed or even dared think that to 
myself before, that I might be here to kill myself. 


For the record, I’m not suicidal, and I have no plans to 
kill myself. I just have a dark sense of humor. 


Why did I automatically decide this might be a podcast? 


It's been a few years since I've produced a podcast. I 
really do not consider myself a podcaster anymore. 


Maybe it’s just reflex. 


Anyway, I’ll probably fumble my way through this for a bit 
while I rediscover how to talk into the void. That’s what I 


call it when I am talking to no one in particular. You ever 
thought about what it would be like to address the void? 


How would one even do that? 
“Hello, no-thing. I am also a no-thing but one in denial.” 


I’ll let you contemplate the Klein bottle shape of that 
thought experiment. 

As I recount my recent past, I may stop, back up, circle 
around, and generally drive you nuts with my inability to 
just tell this story as a straightforward narrative. 


If that is the case, I make no apology. Life is not a 
straightforward narrative. 


I am not telling a story as such. I am relating the 
memories of a series of events, and memories don’t work 
linearly. They occur, reoccur, back up, dive, and then 
magickally resurface, like murky forms beneath a frozen 
lake, viewed opaquely through the frozen ice of time. 


I am also becoming reaccustomed to speaking my 
thoughts aloud. I’ll get back in the swing of it. I'm sure it's 
like riding a bicycle. 


Yes, I understand it will be at your expense, but you 
always have the option to turn this off or even delete it. 


PAUSE 


SOUND: WIND IN TREES AND BIRDS CHIRPING 
OVERHEAD 


EZRA: Where I’m at. 
This place. 


I chose this place, of all places, Big Sur California, for a 
lot of reasons. 


Wait, let me correct that. 
IT CHOSE ME. 


This place is and has long been a strange attractor in my 
life, ever since I read about it in Kerouac’s Big Sur. Later, I 
discovered that it was also Henry Miller’s final landing 
place. 


This was the first place I made my way to when I 
hitchhiked from Chicago to California. That was 1984, 
when I was still a very young man. 


EZRA SIGHS 


Miller's house, which is now a museum, is just up the 
road from here. 


I'm also not far away from the spot where Kerouac wrote 
Big Sur. 


The two places are roughly equal distances from me in 
opposite directions. 


Big Sur is my favorite work by Kerouac, by the way. I 
identify with a lot of what he is going through in that book. 
You may figure out why later when I tell you more about my 
circumstances. 


Ever since my first visit here in the early eighties, this 
area has been a source of—spiritual, for lack of a better 
word, replenishment. 


Like Merlin, I have participated in and witnessed battles 
that left psychic scars, and like Merlin, I am here to retreat 
to the wilderness so that I may lose my mind in peace. 


Sorry if you don’t get that reference. 


In 2012, I had a motorcycle accident a few miles south of 
here to counterbalance all this peace, love, and granola 
talk. 


That accident should have killed me. For a long time 
afterward, I was convinced I had died in that accident. 


I felt as if I was living in some kind of limbo afterlife. 


I think the name for that psychological condition is 
Cotard's delusion. 


I felt dead because life, as I had known it, had become 
unrecognizable afterward. 


Unbeknownst to me at the time, I was entering five years 
of dissolution, an alchemical readjustment of all that I was 
or thought that I was. 


I was metamorphizing into a new form. 


Unlike Gregor Samsa, it was not an _ overnight 
transformation, and it was not painless. 


I was unable to walk for a long time after the accident. 
This forced me to slow my roll and take time to 
contemplate everything. I did not do so without a great 
deal of struggle. 


I simply did not want to sit still and stare at my issues, 
eye to eye. 


Later, I could walk, only with crutches and eventually 
with a cane. This condition lasted for several years. 


I have only recently returned to full unaided physical 
mobility. During the entire period of my rehabilitation, my 
whole life fell apart. It was as if that motorcycle accident 
had dislodged something vital that was now deconstructing 
my cozy little reality. 


I consider that accident the first domino in a long series 
to fall. 


All in all, it took me five years to regain full mobility. 


During that time, I hobbled around, convinced that I had 
died in that accident and was now a ghost existing in a 
limbo state. 


This sense of being dead or undead, as it were, was not a 
fleeting feeling. It persisted. 


I died. 


If you asked me then or even now, it was not symbolic 
death. 


I was a person who died and reemerged as a different 
person, even if I did not swap bodies. 


So, while this place, Big Sur, is a place of healing for me, 
it was, in another sense, the source of a wound that took a 
long time to heal. 


It was a lethal wound on a meta-level. 


I acknowledge the echoes of Grail lore in that statement. 
I spent eternity as the Fisher King encased in the concept 
of five years. Nothing quite defined, but the shadowy 
shapes look familiar. 


This is the nature of life. 
Everything has its shadow—all things in balance. 
PAUSE 


SOUND: CIGARETTE BEING LIT AND A LONG DRAG 
BEING TAKEN AND EXHALED 


SOUND: EZRA SIGHS, COUGHS 


EZRA: Not sure why I started smoking again, I've been 
off of these things for years. 


It just seemed like the right time to take it back up. Could 
that be some kind of subconscious death wish acting itself 
out? 

There’s a Freudian well to draw from, huh? 

SNORT LAUGHS 


SOUND: IN BACKGROUND THE PAINT SOUND OF A 
MAN WITH A GERMAN ACCENT YELLING, “STOP WITH 
THE PITY PARTY!” 


EZRA: Hm, wonder what that’s all about? 


I guess I should start again, maybe with my name, in case 
this does end up becoming an item among the personal 
effects of a body found in the woods. 


Not because I’ll have killed myself, but rather because I 
will have succumbed to the elements. Which is like— 


COUGH 

For now, you may call me Ezra Buckley. 

My name hasn't always been Ezra Buckley. 

Let me explain. 

This name was given to me by a guy I met in a 
hackerspace in Oakland earlier this year. 


His name was Cameron, but he said he was sure that was 
not the name he was born with. What his birth name was, 
he couldn't recall. 


He said everyone around him mysteriously began calling 
him Cameron one day. 


Even when he protested, they insisted that was and 
always had been his name. 


Eventually, he gave in. He began to answer to Cameron 
and think of himself as Cameron. 


He said that over time he forgot his former name, and 
now all he could recall was that he had a different name at 
one time. 


I figured he was either having me on, or he was some 
crazy guy who had watched Fight Club one too many times. 


Either way, I was intrigued because I always gravitate 
toward the outliers. 


Cameron said that by adopting the name everyone was 
calling him, he was able to start over and rebuild his life in 
a new direction. Almost like being in some kind of liminal 
witness protection program. 


This may sound very odd to you, and to be honest, it 
seems strange to me with my retelling of it here, but bear 
with me. 


Cameron said he couldn't remember much about his past 
but that he knows he wasn't happy. 


All he recalls of his pre-Cameron days was an endless hall 
of mirrors that, when he looked in them, reflected back 
confusion, grief, and pain. 


He said he might have even tried to kill himself, but he 
thinks he failed. 


Those were his words. “I think I failed.” 


I didn't even flinch when he said that, which you might 
find peculiar, but you're not me. Instead of an adverse 
reaction, his words kindled a warm glow inside of me— 
something familiar, akin to seeing the light of home after a 
long, challenging journey. 


By the time I met Cameron, I'd been living in some kind 
of hypnagogic state for quite some time. I know now how 
long only with the benefit of hindsight. 


At the time, I was swimming through life like it was a 
dream. Times, dates, days, all of these concepts were 
meaningless to me. This led to a very non-linear state of 
mind, reminiscent of ancient people, before 
industrialization, before clocks and calendars’ and 
responsibilities. 

I believe this opened me up to more readily accept 
Cameron’s unique outlook without resistance. 


I had, up until then, emotionally invested too much in the 
person everyone thought I was. I had begun to believe that 
person was who I was. 


I had bought my own bullshit as amplified by other 
people. 


These other people signal boosted my bullshit in an 
attempt to benefit from associating with me or because 
they bought it themselves. In other words, people blowing 
smoke up my ass. 


We won’t get into the motivation and self-deception going 
on all around the table. 


There’s no worse thing you can do to yourself than buy 
your own bullshit or, as they say on the street, get high on 
your own supply. 


In short, because I don’t want to bore you, I was, at one 
time, a very influential person. At least by the standards of 
the free-range insane asylum most people call civilization. 


Ostensibly my downfall was due to a series of market 
shifts and bad decisions. At least my social destruction was. 


The cause of my spiritual downfall can be attributed to 
my unwillingness to heed the visible signs. They were 
there; I just ignored them. If you drive through a flashing- 
clanging railroad crossing warning, you can’t blame anyone 
but yourself when you’re flattened by a train. 


More’ pragmatically speaking, my economic’ and 
emotional crash was precipitated by bad partnering 
choices, both business and romantic, coupled with a 
pathological clinging to the idea that I would “bounce 
back.” 


Now we have the particular recipe for a period of 
prolonged suffering that was both necessary and 
completely avoidable. 


This was an opportunity that, at the time, I was 
misreading as a tribulation. I was just too stupid to 
understand it correctly. 


Financially and _ socially, I should have taken the 
opportunity to jump ship very early in the process, but I 


seem only to learn things the hard way. I had not yet 
overcome my case of Stockholm Syndrome. 


This, of course, was all set in motion by the 
aforementioned motorcycle accident that, by all accounts, 
should have killed me. 


The accident did, as I have mentioned, leave me 
extremely physically disabled for an extended period of 
time. I used that disability as an excuse to try to maintain 
my status quo. I needed insurance; I needed a roof over my 
head to convalesce, etc., etc. 


The truth is, there’s no excuse. There’s never an excuse. 
The door had been opened, and I was refusing to go 
through. In retrospect, as much as I hate to admit it, my 
refusal to go with the changes was based in fear. 


There were a host of circumstances singing harmony in 
the choir that accompanied my fall from heaven. 


We all know the story. 


There was a pandemic, the economy collapsed, society 
collapsed, but these were the early days of all that. 


This was during the period when the world was still 
coasting on fumes. It was all coming to an end for sure, but 
we still had months to feel the effects entirely. Most were 
whistling past the graveyard, and reassuring themselves 
and each other with refrains of, “We will bounce back.” 


I was among those singing in that perverse choir of 
denial. 


Everybody knew the fall was coming, yet it didn’t come 
right away. It was almost as if people were muttering under 
their breath, “C’mon, just get it over with already,” while 
outwardly living in denial of the reality. The world was 
suddenly overpopulated with the walking wounded. 


My advantage was my plunge had started long before any 
of this, so I had a head start. I had begun to accept my 
death; the others were still Qliphoth. Unwilling and unable 
to accept their fate as the shells of the dead. 


Hungry ghosts. 


We all blindly held on to some hope that it would correct, 
because had it not always in the past? At least in our 
lifetime? 


But we all knew somewhere, deep inside, that this time 
was different. This was less of a hundred year thing and 
more like a once every thousand year thing. We knew we 
probably were never again going to see normal as we knew 
it in the past, not in our lifetimes and not in the lifetimes of 
the following generations. 


Yet I and so many others were sleepwalking, going 
through the motions, making futile gestures. 


Why? 


Because that’s all we had ever allowed ourselves to be 
taught to do. 


We never learned an alternative. 


This gaping wound was exposing all kinds of entrainment 
for what it was, yet many of us, I’d say most of us, clung to 
the warm, familiar security blanket of our programming. 


I am reminded of the scene in Dawn of the Dead where 
the zombies were shuffling along in the mall. When one 
character asks another why the zombies return to the mall 
to walk around aimlessly, the answer is, ‘“‘Some kind of 
instinct. .. memory... of what they used to do. This was 
an important place in their lives.” 


That was us. 


As much as we all tried to ignore it, it came crashing 
down around us. 


The resultant collapse of the economy hit some of us 
harder than others. 


I was far too leveraged in the early days, encouraged 
foolishly by having gone far too long without a loss in my 
life. 


There's a certain kind of hubris that comes from a long 
string of wins. That early hubris encouraged me to invest in 
risky things when I should have been circling my wagons. 


Remember this: when people are telling you, "Now is the 
time to buy!" they are either full of shit, i.e., they have 
something to sell you, or they have pockets much deeper 
than the majority of people in this world. Certainly, deeper 
than yours. 


Somehow I had surrounded myself with people whose 
individual net worths exceeded that of some _ small 
countries. I was what they call nouveau riche, and my 
pockets were only moderately deep by the standards of old 
money wealth. 


My ego said, "Why not? You've always managed to win in 
the past. You'll manage it again." 


I was not as able to absorb the losses as they piled up. I 
did not have a trust fund; I did not have wealthy parents or 
endless credit. I did not go to an Ivy League school and had 
no fraternity brothers to reach out to—although having 
witnessed how the elite eat their young, I’m pretty sure it 
wouldn't have mattered if I did. 


In the end, I lost it all. I was bled and dispatched by a 
system that was designed to do nothing less with the likes 
of one like me. I was an interloper who had conditioned 
himself into believing he was one of them. 


After my business collapsed, I didn’t downsize my 
lifestyle but maintained the same expenditures each month. 


Appearances are everything, right? 


Fake it until you make it. 
Never let blood into the water. 


I told myself I was going to "bounce back" because hadn't 
I always before? 


Then one day, it became abundantly clear that I wasn’t 
bouncing in any direction. I was plummeting. My savings 
were depleted. 


Yet still, like a gambling addict, I was just so sure that the 
next move would bring me back, restore my wealth or at 
least give me a ledge to grab to halt the slide down. 


I would figure out a move, or so I told myself. 


I imagine it’s like falling off a very high precipice. You 
instinctively grasp and flail in a vain attempt to slow your 
descent. Grabbing at anything, something that’s not there. 


What’s the old saying? It’s not the fall so much as the 
sudden stop? 


As things only got worse, I shifted to ignoring life 
altogether. 


In a classic ouroboros maneuver, I ignored life because it 
didn’t seem to be getting any better, and the circumstances 
of my life got worse because I ignored them. 


This highlights how disconnected I had become even 
from basic survival instincts. The continual failures 
exacerbated my already destroyed sense of self-worth. 

Yes, I am aware that I shouldn’t have been tethering my 
self-esteem to my social and monetary values, but I was, 
even if I had not articulated that to myself yet. 


Before you say it, yes, I very much think your social worth 
is attached to net worth in this world. 


I don’t think it should be, but it is. 


Notice I didn’t say self-worth is tethered to net worth. I 
said social worth, i.e., your social standing, how you’re 
viewed, and, therefore, how you’re treated. 


This notion is where the cringe-worthy term “social 
currency” comes from. 


Where there’s currency, there’s the concept of value. 
Where there’s the concept of value, there’s the idea of 
“worth.” Follow me? 


This has nothing to do with how you should value 
yourself. Having your own value for yourself is the 
exception and not the rule in our current paradigm. 


For the first time in my life, I began to experience a 
phenomenon that is well known among the desperately 
poor. 


Once you slide past a certain point, there is a swarm of 
events that will afflict you as if by design. Like a bot swarm 
or the agents from The Matrix, they appear on cue. 


I can’t explain it, but if you’ve ever been in a similar 
situation, you can confirm, this is a real thing. 


An example might look like this: You don’t have enough 
money to renew your car registration. 


Your job, which doesn’t pay you enough to afford 
insurance, is not accessible by public transportation. 


One day on your way to work, you get pulled over and 
receive a ticket for driving with expired tags. 


Your car is impounded. 


You cannot afford to get the car out of impound, which 
they won’t release to you without the updated registration 
anyway, which is even more money you don’t have. 


They will not release your car until all fees are paid. 


This means you need money for the tow, the impound fee, 
the ticket for driving without valid registration, and the 
cost of updating the registration. 


Meanwhile, you’re losing work hours, and the impound 
fee is incrementing like a cab meter. It increments hourly 
the first day and then daily thereafter. 


You lose your job because you have no way to get there. 
You still owe the fines and fees. 
You no longer have a car. 


Because of this series of events, you may end up 
homeless, without even a car to shelter in. 


Meanwhile, the specter of jail hangs over your head due 
to the non-payment of the fines. 


If you think I am exaggerating this to make a point, you 
need to get out of your comfort zone and ask around. These 
types of spiraling situations are genuine and seem to be 
many a person’s companions on the trajectory to the 
bottom of the crater. 


These situations swarmed around me like fruit flies 
buzzing a bunch of overripe bananas. 


I staved off the bank for several months, but eventually, 
my oversized Los Angeles house was foreclosed upon. 


This was followed by my truck and my motorcycle being 
repossessed. 


If you’ve ever experienced foreclosure, you will know that 
there is a twilight zone of a few weeks where nothing 
happens. I’m sure the unread mail I was burning daily in 
the fireplace might have held some clues as to what to 
expect next. However, I was almost blissfully unaware since 
I refused to read any of the envelopes full of pink papers. 


I isolated. 


I kept the shades down; I almost never answered the 
burner phone I had purchased after my landline and cell 
were turned off for non-payment. 


I rarely went out, lest I run into one of the neighbors. 
My world became self-contained. 


Occasionally I would don a backpack, hoodie, and 
sunglasses to take the back streets to the dollar store. 
There I would stock up on ramen and sawdust bread. Then 
I’d go to the discount pharmacy and grab a handle of off- 
brand liquor. 


It felt like I was on a space ship, slowly making itself 
through space toward destinations unknown. 


I was still living in the house, but the clock was ticking. 


It was almost like camping in the shell of what I used to 
call home. 


In a way, it was a peaceful reprieve, an autonomous zone. 


Most of my high-value possessions had been sold off at a 
significant loss. The house was bare, even lacking art on 
the walls as I had sold it all in a yard sale. 


I was now, for all intents and purposes, officially 
homeless, penniless, and without assets. I was squatting 
my own house. It was only a matter of time before the 
sheriff showed up, and I was on the street. 


Meanwhile, back on planet Earth, all my wealthy L.A. 
friends began to avoid me like I had a deadly virus. Even 
my fiancé—who was, by no coincidence, of the same milieu 
—disowned me. 


She called me and did the deed by phone, at least sparing 
me the indignity of a text or email breakup. 


She gave me some vague excuse about me needing the 
space to work out my problems and gave me the obligatory 
statement of how she would always love me, etc., etc. 


Anybody living on planet earth has probably heard some 
variation of this unconvincing speech. Or maybe you’ve 
given it. I’ve been on both sides of that equation before. 


All in all, what I began to experience was the wealthy’s 
version of cancel culture. 


I was reminded of a saying repeated in a book I had read 
years ago, The Psychopath’s Bible: “There are no 
guarantees.” 


It had not made a lot of sense to me then, but it did now. 


The author was trying to inform us of a profound truth. 
It’s the Cosmic College of Hard Knocks. There are no 
guarantees, period. Only a fool takes anything for granted 
in this universe. Only the biggest fools believe in fairy tales 
like safety nets and social contracts. 


When the fiancé shoe dropped, I was almost relieved. She 
was the last thing tethering me to this sinking ship. I was 
hanging on longer than I should have for a variety of 
misdirected reasons, but among them was the idea that I 
owed it to her to provide the future I had once been 
confident in promising. 


There was also some measure of not wanting to admit 
defeat. It had not occurred to me that if I had succeeded in 
pulling off a comeback, it would at best have been a pyrrhic 
victory. 


I would have won the battle but abdicated my 
sovereignty. 


I knew it was time to make a drastic move. 


Chronologically I was ahead of the game, which means I 
was farther along in my undoing process than the others. 


I think this eventually gave me an advantage, even if the 
optics indicated otherwise. 


What I came up with felt like the right move at the time. 
Although it didn’t turn out the way I envisioned, it probably 
was the only move I had left. Making any kind of movement 
at all made me feel like I still had some sort of agency. 


In the post-game analysis, I recognize I should have just 
let go, but I still had some ideals to deflate. 


I managed to sell off the very last of my remaining bare 
essential possessions, like my laptop and assorted home 
appliances. This enabled me to roll up a small stake, not a 
fortune, but enough to live a very modest existence for a 
few months. 


Of all the places I could have chosen to go and try my 
luck at a restart, I chose San Francisco. Probably the single 
most expensive place to live in the United States. 


I thought, having lived there relatively cheaply in the 
nineties, that I could do it again. I just knew I could figure 
it out. 


I couldn’t have been more wrong. 


I arrived by Greyhound in downtown SF one sunny 
afternoon. 


As soon as I got off the bus, I located a coffee house. I 
purchased a coffee, winced at the price, and began looking 
at room rentals online. 


I quickly realized how expensive living there was going to 
be. 


This was true even in Oakland, formerly the refuge of the 
Bay Area bohemian. 


This was not a good sign. Why had I not done more 
research before coming here? 


After doing some research on a traveler forum called 
Squat the Planet I settled on a hostel in the Tenderloin 


district. I pre-paid two weeks, depleting the majority of the 
nest egg I had escaped with. 


Next, I purchased a $25 netbook on Craigslist, installed a 
free copy of Lubuntu, and got to work. 


I started applying for jobs at any place that I thought 
would let me in the door. I spent eight hours a day for the 
next several days emailing resumes and filling out online 
forms from coffee houses. 


Even using contacts I had at various tech companies, I 
received nothing but rejections. 


I asked some of my contacts if they could find out for me, 
off the record, why I was being passed over. 


I knew this was a tricky thing to ask since most HR 
departments are sensitive to the possibility of litigation. 
However, I managed to get a few off-the-record answers. 


The answer that came back was, "You’re too old." 
This reason had two primary rationalizations. 


One was they assumed that by my age, my best ideas 
were behind me. 


In high tech, you are pretty much done by your forties. At 
forty-something, you are expendable, untouchable, and, 
one might even say, invisible. 


Also, they assume that at your age, you’re a liability 
healthwise, as your ability to fight off the virus is 
diminished, coupled with any number of other age-related 
co-morbidities. 


This means loss of productivity and elevated health 
insurance costs for them. 


The friend who passed this information on to me did so 
rather apologetically as if to say his hands were tied. What 
I didn’t hear was any mention of his objections to these 


policies. People lose all premise of ethics when it comes to 
preserving their position of servitude. 


This is all very ironic in retrospect because I had started 
my journey into high tech not as an executive or even as an 
engineer. I had started as an artist. Like others in the 
nineties I found that my skills as an artist were in demand 
to design webpages, application interface design, icons, 
logos, all the commercial art that is the output of 
Photoshop. 


Somewhere along the way, I had become seduced by 
corporate titles, business strategies, and the attendant 
detritus of the business world. I had forgotten who I really 
was. In fact, you may say I had abandoned my first 
principles. I was not this thing I was trying to sell myself 
as. I was, in fact, its antithesis. I was still aping the person 
others had convinced me I was and not who I was. 


However, I had more immediate issues to deal with at the 
moment. 


The bottom line for me was, I was running out of money 
fast, and apparently, as I had just discovered, I was also 
radioactive to potential employers. 


It was time for an adjustment. 


I found a no-cost alternative to the relatively expensive 
practice of sitting in coffee houses. 


In coffee houses, you have to spend twenty plus dollars a 
day to stay put in a chair and use the Wi-Fi. In order to 
keep your seat, you may have to order some food. So you 
see how this could add up. 


On the advice of an old anarchist friend, my alternative 
became the Sudo Room, a hackerspace in the Omni 
Commons, located in the Temescal area of Oakland. 


For reasons still unclear to me, they let me hang out 
there for a nominal membership fee. 


There were valuable amenities included in _ the 
membership in the form of fast Wi-Fi and free coffee. So 
this worked out well as a maneuver to postpone my 
inevitable demise. 


I spent my days at the Sudo Room, taking advantage of 
the Wi-Fi to continue mass emailing resumes. 


Why I continued this futile act is beyond me now. 


In fact, looking back, all I can surmise is that I was 
running on some kind of patterning that was laid into me at 
a very early age. 


My parents were middle class and staunch believers in 
the entire American Dream myth. Keep your head down, 
keep your nose to the grindstone, work hard, be punctual, 
and be frugal. All this was supposed to lead to a favorable 
outcome that included some variation of a house, family, 
and something resembling a lawn surrounded by a picket 
fence. 


I had never truly bought into that ideology, having been 
much more rogue with my approach to wealth 
accumulation, but in my fear and desperation, I think I was 
running their formula if only unconsciously. 


Occasionally I would be interviewed by phone, but I never 
heard back beyond that. 


Meanwhile, I lived on couches, in basements, and in 
shared room situations. 


I ate food from the dollar store or the McDonald’s dollar 
menu. 


Eventually, I once again burned through my reserves. 


Back to zero, which for me, those days, seemed like 
where the forces of nature wanted me to reside. At the 
bottom. 


However, each time I thought I had found the bottom, I 
found the bottom had found a deeper depth to reside. 


As it turns out this is not a bad thing, but I was still 
reacting in fear and denial so I wasn’t ready to accept this 
blessing for what it was. 


I am thinking of a state Jim Morrison once described as 
“absolute zero.” 


If there are any Kabbalists among the listeners of this 
recording, you will appreciate the magickal aspects of this 
state. Morrison had planned a script with a writer in LA in 
which the protagonist disappears into the Mexican jungle 
in search of this “absolute zero.” This is very reminiscent of 
the whole Arthur Rimbaud story, which you may or may not 
know was a story Morrison was very enamored with. He 
unfortunately died before he could make the movie. 


This story is one of the sources of the “Morrison isn’t 
dead” legend. “He fled to the jungle in search of “absolute 
zero,” etc. etc. 


I highly doubt that Jimbo is alive in some jungle 
somewhere, but the myth still has a purpose. That state 
Morrison sought to achieve felt like the state I was 
achieving, without seeking it. 


I was in the grip of some kind of alchemical process 
wherein I was being reduced to the value of absolute zero. 


It had become a recurring theme in my life. 


I could have gone willingly, but as you can see by my 
actions so far, I wasn’t going without a fight. Was this a 
good thing or a bad thing? I guess that depends. 


What if, instead of fighting for once, I simply relaxed and 
let it take me where it was leading? 


What was I afraid of? 
Total dissolution of this thing I called me? 


What good was that thing doing me right now? 


Maybe dissolution was an alternative. It could be a 
reprieve from the constant struggle. 


This was an initiation, and so far, I was failing it. At least 
that’s how I felt then. 


Now I know that there is no pass/fail with initiation, but 
that realization came later, and I'll try not to overlap then 
and now too much in this story even though then and now 
overlap all the time, all over time. 


The process of enlightenment is not a zero-sum process. 
It is an infinite revealing. 


Enlightenment is not a destination; it is a journey without 
a destination. 


EZRA TAKES A BREATH 


The ritual dismemberment of the shamans of old was not 
a pleasant experience and was supposed to leave the 
person who underwent it forever changed. 


To cast this process and the outcome in a comedic light, 
one might say, “That’s going to leave a mark.” 


Cue lights going down, no laughs, no applause. 
SOIry. 


The trick for the shamans is to undergo this ritual 
dismemberment fully, to reassemble and come back as a 
new person. 


I am reminded of the Ritual of the Crossing of the Abyss. 


Back in the days when I practiced ritual magick, I heard 
so many people getting this wrong. I admit, I only recently 
got it myself. 


It boils down to this. The Crossing of the Abyss is 
notorious for people going mad because they entered it 


with the wrong intention and, therefore, with improper 
preparation. 


Jack Parsons was accused of botching this ritual and 
coming to a sticky end as a result. 


I think that’s a load of superstitious hogwash. 


I admit some of this is mind-game theater to scare the 
initiate into proper preparation, and as such, it does serve 
a purpose. 


While preparation is key to coming back from the journey 
intact, one must go mad to complete the ritual correctly. 
The point of the trip is to lose yourself completely. 


It has to be a 100 percent detachment from the form one 
knows as self and complete dissolution of the ego. 


The trick is, and this is why the preparation is vital, to 
come back from that experience and reassemble oneself 
while using as little as possible of the old form as a guide. 


To literally become a new person. 


The storyteller Martin Shaw would say the real power of 
a shamanic journey is in the return and reintegration. 


Going into this experience with the intention of “not 
going insane” is to miss the point of the journey altogether. 
Clinging too tightly to one's preconceived identity probably 
has resulted in more than a few people cracking up, hence 
the myth, but with misplaced assignation to the cause of 
the outcomes. 


The complete release of everything is the desired state, 
and one cannot achieve this state clinging too tightly to 
anything, let alone one’s precious identity. 


You set yourself up to get into a shouting match with all 
your psyche’s components. By choosing to do this you are 
creating an eye of a hurricane within your innermost 
sanctuary of self. 


So, yeah, people probably have cracked under that kind 
of pressure. 


I’ve observed a group of people, online and off, claiming 
they’ve undergone and survived such an ordeal. From their 
descriptions, it’s clear they have not. 


Camping for a night in your parents' suburban backyard 
is not equal to having done a four-day deep-wilderness 
vigil, with nothing more than a tarp and a canteen of water. 
I mean this analogy to apply both literally and figuratively. 


DKK KK KK 


Back to Cameron. 


I did warn you this would not be a linear road we would 
walk together. 


Cameron, with his unassuming way of speaking and 
acting, was a personality I resonated with right away. 


Cameron, apparently unemployed, hung out at the Sudo 
Room, drinking coffee and doodling all day. I didn’t see him 
doing much else. 


His voice had a faraway, almost sing-song cadence to it. It 
was if he was absentmindedly humming a tune rather than 
addressing someone in his presence. 


When he spoke to you, it was like he was talking to 
someone who was standing right behind you. He made eye 
contact, but somehow, you knew he was looking through 
you rather than at you. 


He and I hit it off pretty quickly, maybe in part because I 
noticed no one else there would talk to him. 


I’ve always gravitated toward the outcasts. I find the 
conversations are more interesting. 


I refrain from describing him because I cannot seem to 
form a clear picture of him in my mind. This may be due to 
the large amounts of alcohol and opioids I was ingesting at 
the time. Then again, maybe I’m unconsciously trying to 
protect him. I’m not sure how he would feel about his 
description being made public, and he’s not here to ask. 


By the time Cameron told me his life story, dream logic 
had started to sense to me on an intuitive level. 


When you think about it, what other way could it make 
sense? 


I was swimming in a state of being that was akin to a 
dream state that extended into waking time. I attribute it to 
the chronic physical and emotional pain I was in, helped in 
no small part by, as I mentioned, painkillers washed down 
with Bulleit whiskey. 


Life had taken on a quality where I was never sure if I 
was awake or dreaming. 


I regularly experienced bleed-over from one state to the 
next, making both waking and dreaming one integrated 
experience. 


It was exhilarating, terrifying, and confusing all at the 
same time. 


The world is full of empty gestures by empty people. 
Cameron saw through all that. 


He could deconstruct just about anything with a ruthless 
cunning that seemed to come easy and naturally. 


His critiques were never cruel or needlessly harsh but 
rather truthful and direct in a manner most people are 
made uncomfortable by. This was probably, in part, why 
most people shied away from him. 


I absorbed some of his worldview through osmosis. 


I began rejecting the pronouncements made by those 
under the sway of that drug called belief. 


I denied their findings, I rejected the people who were 
making them, and I rejected the model most called sanity. 


I began to realize that based on my observations, the 
state most called sanity was a state of being I wanted no 
part of. 


If sanity built this world, then I would be its enemy. You 
do not befriend your jailer. Well, unless you’re a snitch or 
an aspiring trustee. 


None of that for me. 
As an act of desperate self-preservation, I dismissed it all. 


I began to reject capitalism, not on political grounds but 
on ethical ones. Marx was not my role model. Jack Smith of 
Flaming Creatures fame was. 


If you haven’t lived in such an inside-out, shadow realm, 
you may be puzzled by what I am talking about. 


This awareness, if it could be called that, clung to me like 
a filmy grey substance. I was cognizant of it every waking 
moment. 


I was aware of it as I slept, it permeated my dreams, and 
it greeted me as soon as I woke. 


It lived in my heart and the pit of my stomach. 
It oozed out of my pores and inhabited my cells. 


It hung all around, and now that I could see it, I could not 
unsee it. 


Maybe it was merely depression, but it felt more 
significant than that. 


It was as if I had glimpsed those wretched creatures from 
Lovecraft’s From Beyond, and now they were aware of me. 


In the end, I discovered that the suffering I was enduring 
was entirely unnecessary in one sense and obviously 
necessary in another. 


I think it was the way Cameron told his story, how it 
echoed a hidden pain in his past but also somehow pointed 
to some kind of redemption or reconciliation on the other 
side. 


Maybe that gave me hope. 


He was such a genuine person that his story touched 
something inside of me, and it seemed entirely natural to 
believe him and to accept his version of the truth. 


His truth and his example acted as a key that unlocked 
some hitherto unknown door in my psyche. 


It didn’t raise a red flag that he was continually drawing 
circles with an overlapping L inside. Kind of like crosshairs 
in a scope, but off center. 


He sketched those symbols everywhere. 


Usually when you see someone. practicing such 
pathological behavior, you shy away, retreat into some 
posture of self-preservation. You don’t want to “get it on 
you.” 


His utter abandon, his ability to do such things without a 
care as to how it made him look, drew me to Cameron 
instead of repelling me as it did most people. 


It gave me the courage, or some may Say, the insanity, to 
try his version of therapy on myself. 


One of the things we liked to talk about, a lot, was 
something I had been struck by while reading A Beautiful 
Mind. 


I had mentioned this thing to many people before, but 
Cameron was not only the first to have prior knowledge of 


it but also was as fascinated by it as I was. Most people 
either brushed it off or stared blankly when I brought it up. 


What this thing was that intrigued me so much was John 
Nash’s contention that he saw messages encrypted in the 
pages of the daily media, i.e., newspapers, magazines, et al. 


John asserted that someone or something thing was 
trying to communicate via code in some kind of meta sense, 
i.e., everything that was written had some overarching 
meta-message bleeding through or something to that 
effect. 


Being that it was Nash, an undisputed mathematical 
genius, and not some random person standing on a street 
corner (although that’s not instantly a disqualifier), I felt 
the claim warranted more examination. 


However, John was written off as a person suffering from 
a mental illness, and so his claims were dismissed and 
never examined. 


I had tried, so far unsuccessfully, to uncover his 
methodology so I could perhaps recreate the experiment 
and see if I was able to recreate any similar results. 


You see, Cameron and I were not ready to dismiss these 
claims as the mere ravings of a madman. 


I had experienced similar results when doing some 
semantic analysis on media text back when I was still an 
idealistic young avant-garde artist and had not yet become 
distracted by the allure of money and business. 


It made complete dream logic sense to me. 


That this meta-narrative would be recognizable may be 
some kind of by-product of the Gaian mind or the 
noosphere as hypothesized by Teilhard de Chardin. 


Sure, John Nash was experiencing all kinds of cognitive 
dissonance, but did that disqualify his mathematically 


based observations? I think not. 


Was I crazy, was Cameron crazy, was Nash crazy, and 
therefore were we all just drawn to crazy improbable 
conclusions? Well, maybe. Again, not a solid reason to 
dismiss our observations. 


By now, I hope you realize that when I talk about a lack of 
sanity, I in no way mean it in a derogatory way. 


Sanity is a misnomer and an illness we could all do 
without. 


DKK KK KK 


I have a slight southern lilt when I speak. Some people 
notice it, and some don’t. 


It comes from my father’s side of the family. I have spent 
many a childhood summer in west Tennessee and New 
Orleans. 


My paternal grandparents liked to host me for the 
summer, and my parents were more than happy to oblige 
them. I admit that I was a handful, and I’m pretty sure I 
would not enjoy raising someone like me as a child. 


These summer visits left a mark on my speech patterns 
and accent. When I get annoyed or excited, my ersatz 
accent becomes more pronounced. 


Cameron picked up on this pretty quickly. He looked at 
me one day and said, “You know who you are?” 


“No,” I replied, suddenly aware of the double entendre 
implied in his question as well as my reply. I wonder if it 
was intended on his part? I felt that creeping paranoia 
reminiscent of having ingested too much edible THC, start 
to crawl up the back of my neck. 


“Ezra Buckley,” he said and then looked back down at his 
sketchbook, where he was drawing his circle-L sigils all 
over the page. 


Then he briefly looked back up and added, “From the 
future.” 


He said it very matter of factly. 
No smirk, no reproach, just a simple, direct observation. 


So I decided to apply the Cameron technique in an 
attempt to integrate all the weirdness that I was swimming 
in. 


I took the name of myself from the future. 


As crazy as that sounds when I say it out loud, it seems 
like the sanest and most natural thing I could have done. 
OK, maybe it was a bit crazy. Maybe that’s what I needed. 


Have you ever considered how completely free one 
becomes when they just decide to let go of this insane 
notion of behavior and etiquette we call sanity? 


What purpose does so-called sanity serve anyway? 


It is, when you get down to it, just another control 
system. The idea is imposed upon you, usually from an 
early age. 


This is kept in place by the idea of shame that is cast 
upon those that do not conform to its notion. The penalties 
for nonconformity can take many forms, including 
banishment, loss of physical freedom, and forced chemical 
sedation, to name a few. You will probably also suffer the 
lack of societal access in the form of housing, money, food, 
etc., as a result of social ostracism. 


These effects can be inconveniences on your road to 
escape and are set in place to be a barrier to any who 
might consider traversing the gates of the prison. 


This is another test of the would-be travelers' resolve. 


Have you ever asked yourself, what purpose does this 
categorization of consciousness serve? 


Control. 
Conformity. 
The illusion of safety. 


But you will be hard-pressed to come up with much else 
as a reason. 


If you are ever labeled as such, you will be shunned and 
marked, quite possibly for life. 


One of the few ways out of this cloud of shame is to make 
a public or very comprehensive private apology. This is 
analogous to the confessions of the inquisition or some sort 
of Soviet-era compelled speech. 


Admit your guilt, and maybe, just maybe, you will be 
allowed to live. 


At the very least, you will be given a swift death, ending 
the cycle of torture and pain you currently endure. 


Give up, and you might be spared. 


Persevere, and your current predicament will endure and 
probably worsen. 


In my mind, this is your cue to spit in the face of your 
inquisitors, but you do you. 


It’s easy to say, “Don’t conform,” but what is the real cost 
of that? 


It could very well result in you living in a cardboard box, 
like some modern-day Diogenes. Which, obviously, is the 
path I have chosen, but there is a lot of conditioned fear 
that had to be shed to get here. 


I recall someone once said something along the lines of, 
“Consciousness is the last frontier of freedom,” or 
something to that effect. 


I don’t recall who it was, but it rings true. 


So I say to you, maybe the rejection of neurotypicality is 
the last bastion of rebellion. 


Perhaps that was the medicine I not only sought but, in 
fact, needed. 


Perhaps Cameron was removed enough from my situation 
to give me a clear-eyed outsider’s opinion. 


Maybe he had a Batphone to the source. 
Maybe he was crazy. 


Then again, maybe I had finally succumbed to all the 
stress, and I was taking the medicine of a mad shaman. 


Either way, it beat continuing on as I was. 
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So, why Ezra Buckley? 


First and foremost, Ezra Buckley is the name of a 
character from a Jorge Luis Borges story, " Tlon, Ugbar, 
Orbis Tertius.” Ezra is, in this story, an eccentric American 
who undertakes the creation of an entirely fictional 
encyclopedia in an attempt to construct a new world— 
named Tlon—through thought and belief manipulation. In 
other words, to will it into existence. 


I know this because I looked it up. 


Another reference I found to the name is a foundation in 
the San Francisco Bay Area, suitably named The Ezra 
Buckley Foundation. 


The foundation claims the following: “The Ezra Buckley 
Foundation is devoted to the destruction of history via the 
creation of false historical events.” 


That’s interesting—sort of fitting to my situation. 


I wanted, nay, needed a new history. This Ezra Buckley 
may just be the pill I needed. 


Last but nowhere near least are multiple references to a 
contemporary writer of the same name, known for very 
controversial essays and manifestos. 


He (or they as it were) is also known as Brother X. 


Apparently, they have written for journals like Atassa: 
Reading in Eco-Extremism 2, which was a Call to violence 
on the part of Eco-Extremists in defense of the earth. 


These extreme eco-radicals refer to Ted Kaczynski (the 
Una-Bomber) as “Uncle Ted.” 


Think of them as Earth First! with much more resolve and 
much less queasiness about direct confrontation and 
violence. 


In other words, they are not your mother’s garden variety 
conservationists. 

From what I can tell, this particular Ezra Buckley may 
have splintered from the aforementioned Ezra Buckley 
Foundation over differences of philosophy. 

I sense after reading his writing that he was much more 
extreme in his approach to procuring his freedom. 

The aftermath of the Atassa Journal’s publication was 
mythical in certain circles. 

The editorial staff was attacked, doxed, and the publisher 
of Atassa was attacked at book fairs. 

The publisher had his stock of Atassa stolen at a book 
fair. He was then sent a video of the stolen books being 
burned. 


One has to wonder what was in that journal that inspired 
such vitriol. I should probably find a copy and read it. 


Make of all that what you will. 


DKK KK KK 


Cameron used to talk about a book he had written, or a 
movie; I was never sure which. He was never really clear 
about it. 


The premise sounded interesting, at least the parts I 
could decipher from his brief and cryptic descriptions. 


Before I could get any more details to verify that it indeed 
existed, he disappeared. 


He just vanished one day. 


I asked around for weeks, but no one had seen him since 
the last time we were together at the hackerspace. 


It was almost anti-climactic, as if he had never existed. 


I had a dream not long after his disappearance in which 
Cameron was telling me to stay away from him because he 
was contagious. He also said something very weird. He said 
he was guilty of possession with intent to redistribute. I’m 
not sure what that means, if anything. 


I guess I may never know. 
PAUSE 


Around this time, I started to receive emails from 
someone (Cameron?) using the name Ezra Buckley. I 
understand how that statement sounds on the face of it, but 
I ask you to bear with me. 


Anyway, back to the virtual Ezra Buckley. They claimed to 
be me from the future and asked if I would like to play a 
game. 


Yeah, I know what you’re thinking. 


It was probably Cameron, but if it was, he had adopted a 
very believable alter ego. 


I’m pretty good at spotting people masquerading online, 
or sock-puppeting, as it’s known. If this was Cameron, all I 
can say is, he was very immersed in this role. 


Maybe Cameron suffered from dissociative identity 
disorder (DID), or he was a very accomplished method 
actor. Neither would surprise me. I’ve often thought the 
best method actors were probably some kind of high- 
functioning DID candidates. Either way, this person, or 
persons, was very good at what they did. 


My conversations with Cameron at the hackerspace were 
not private. We had them at a communal workbench, and 
there were plenty of people around to overhear us. 


Yeah, so there’s that. 


It could have been a lot of people playing this so-called 
game with me. 


Anyway, back to the weird claims of my virtual namesake, 
or maybe I should say one of my multiple namesakes. 


Before you ask, no, they didn't offer me any proof to 
substantiate their claim of being me in the future. I mean, 
how would you substantiate such a claim anyway? 


On the face of it, it should have been something I 
effortlessly discarded as a prank. It is just that when this 
person or persons contacted me and asked me to play this 
as of yet undefined game, I was at one of the lowest points 
in my life, and it made—an impression. 


Here was this anonymous Protonmail account, telling me 
they were me in the future, and instead of dismissing it or 
laughing it off, I reacted; because it touched me deeply. It 
seared me, you might say. 


Before you write me off as crazy, hear me out. I’ll do my 
best to unpack this, at least as best as I can. 


Maybe I was just hyper-sensitive emotionally. Maybe this 
weird interaction was designed to trigger my sensitivity. 


Cameron’s disappearance affected me more than I 
thought possible, and it came at a very vulnerable time in 
my life. It seems that having someone to talk to really is a 
powerful thing. Cameron was gone, and I had lost my one 
tether to reality, however nebulous that particular leash 
was. 


OK, maybe I could reword that. 
I lost my one chain to irreality. 
I guess beggars can’t be choosers. 


If I were pressed, I would not be able to point to any 
specific thing this “me from the future” wrote that can be 
credited with having such a dramatic effect on me. 


Maybe it was just the timing, but as they say, timing is 
everything. Perhaps it was in what was not said. If you’ve 
gone this far with me on this journey, I’m going to assume 
you understand how what is not said is as powerful if not 
more powerful than what is said. 


Back to it. 


This person or persons said all the right things in the 
right way and at the exact right moments. So much so that 
it made me consider how if it were me in the future, I 
would indeed know exactly when to approach myself and 
how. 


It is as if the entire thing was orchestrated, engineered to 
fit the moment like a glove. 


I mean, think about it. 


Who better to reach into you and grasp you in the most 
intimate way possible, the most effective and persuasive 
way, than yourself? You would know just where and when to 
apply pressure and where and when to let up. 


Nobody does it better. 

When I thought about it like this, it made too much sense. 
Or was I reading too much into it? 

Does it matter either way if I was being influenced by it? 
Again, did I mention I might have been losing my mind? 


As time went on and the conversation evolved, I could 
make neither heads nor tails of the so-called game this 
person was proposing I play. It seemed to take the form of 
some very experimental poetry, and as far as I could tell, 
there was no recognizable game involved. ‘They did, 
however, suggest I find and read a book called The 
Gamecaller. I found a copy online, and while it did help me 
get a better conceptual grasp on what they apparently 
were presenting, I still could not pin it down precisely. 


When pressed to explain it further, they always retreated 
into frustrating vagaries. It was as if they receded from 
being pinned to any conclusion, elusive and illusive. 


You may wonder why I persisted in trying to figure this 
out. 


Looking back, I see it is something I should have quickly 
shrugged off as the ramblings of a disturbed person or even 
a troll just having me on. Under normal circumstances, I 
would have done just that. But these were not normal 
circumstances. 


I did lose my patience a few times. I would grow weary of 
all the ambiguity and tell “Ezra” that I was finished with 
this game. Then I would consider it case closed and take a 
few days off. Invariably, however, I would come creeping 
back to the conversation thread and begin anew. 


It was like an addiction, and not one of which I could 
pinpoint the source or any purpose. But how many 


addictions have any purpose beyond some kind of 
immediate reward pathology? 


Often after one of my departures, I would come to the 
conclusion that my leaving was an overreaction. I would 
justify my return by rationalizing that I had been impatient 
with a process this person was trying to outline. 


I would remind myself this process was liminal in nature 
and that I was too rigid. 


In other words, I blamed myself for not being able to 
comprehend this so-called game. 


Other times, in moments of lucidity, I was sure that I was 
being played. However, even when I was sure this was the 
case, I went along with it anyway out of sheer habit. I 
figured if this all turned out to be someone taking the piss, 
as the British say, I could always block them and move on. 


If this sounds like an addict rationalizing the continuation 
of the indulgence of their addictions, I am not sure I can 
convincingly argue that the resemblance is inaccurate. 


This led to me doing some research on the nature of 
games, and their history, which, not surprisingly, has occult 
origins. 

In hindsight, I think what this person was proposing was 
an infinite game. 


From the book Finite and Infinite Games: 


There are at least two kinds of games: finite and infinite. 
A finite game is played for the purpose of winning, an 
infinite game for the purpose of continuing the play. Finite 
games are those instrumental activities - from sports to 
politics to wars - in which the participants obey rules, 
recognize boundaries, and announce winners and losers. 
The infinite game - there is only one - includes any 
authentic interaction, from touching to culture, that 
changes rules, plays with boundaries, and exists solely for 


the purpose of continuing the game. A finite player seeks 
power; the infinite one displays self-sufficient strength. 
Finite games are theatrical, necessitating an audience; 
infinite ones are dramatic, involving participants... 


The logic of what this person was trying to explain was 
not like the logic of everyday life. It was more like the logic 
of a dream, which some might say is a lack of logic, but I 
would counter, it is its own unique kind of logic. Much like 
we used to think, chaos was a lack of order and not, in fact, 
as we now know, an implicitly higher form of order. 


This game made no sense in any kind of linear way. Yet, 
somehow, it still made sense. 


It reminded me of the description Lovecraft gives of the 
non-Euclidean geometry in stories like “At the Mountains of 
Madness.” It could not exist in this world, yet somehow it 
did. 

This, of course, infuriated me on some levels because, at 
the time, I was awash in uncertainty in all aspects of my 
life. I had not yet learned to embrace the unknown with 
warmth and familiarity. 


That does not mean I know anything more now than I 
ever did. It is just that I have learned to accept that I know 
nothing and that knowing nothing is not the same as not 
knowing anything. 

Again, either you understand what I just said, or you do 
not. 

If you don’t, I suggest you stop here and write that down. 

“IT know nothing and knowing nothing is not the same as 
not knowing anything.“ 


Ponder it like a Zen koan until you really understand 
what it is I am saying. If you just cannot grasp it, I suggest 
you stop listening to this recording now. Maybe pick up a 
copy of one or all of the following books: The Kyoto School: 


An Introduction, Zero: The Biography of a Dangerous Idea, 
Passport to Magonia, , or even Chaos, Gaia, Eros. Another 
book I can recommend here is The Trickster and the 
Paranormal. 


As much as I wish I could communicate this with words, 
words are exactly what can diminish the magick of what I 
am trying to convey here. 


Maybe you should really just stop listening to all of this 
until you’ve read those books I just mentioned. 


If you already have, please continue. 
If you haven’t, proceed at your own risk. 


There’s not much more I can say to persuade you or even 
inform you. 


One day, I hope for your sake, you will have your own 
AHA! moment and then you will wonder how you never 
saw it all before. 


I can't say anything more that will explain it better. All I 
can say is, I am here because of that mysterious contact, 
which eventually became less frequent until it became 
nonexistent. It is as if I absorbed the entity on the other 
end of the thread. It, they, he, them, she should not have 
existed, and yet they did and could not yet could and did. 


This infinite game that I was infected with was the subtle 
push I needed to launch upon a journey of ultimate 
freedom. 


It was a deft move delivered as elegantly as a sculptor 
might deliver the seemingly innocuous blow that 
effortlessly splits a giant, seemingly adamantine boulder in 
half. 


It was all the more Zen and powerful precisely because it 
was subtle and effortless. 


I am here because of that game that was not a game but 
really was. However, meaningless or not, it left an echo in 
my mind that would not recede. 


The game, which I could not see and could not describe, 
and frustratingly I could not even decipher and 
comprehend, had already started to play itself out on its 
infinite gameboard, with my unknowing participation. 


There was no game, no rules, no board, only words. 
These words created an effect. 


This effect started playing out in my mind, like a movie 
montage made up of nothing more than blurry impressions. 


These impressions began to change me emotionally and, 
therefore, mentally, and dare I say it? Spiritually. 


Remember what I said about John Nash earlier? I feel 
that it is important to bring that up again. 


Words, goddamn fucking powerful words that work like 
water rather than dynamite. Seeping into this reality 
through media and mediums, from who the fuck knows 
where and from what or whom? 


This contact ended, slowly and without fanfare. Like I 
said, just fading out in frequency as I absorbed it, as the 
words become embedded and integrated. Not understood 
on any kind of conscious level, but indelibly tattooed on my 
consciousness. Soon after the missives ceased, I packed up 
what little I had and started hitchhiking south. Just like 
that. Why not? What was holding me back? 


This was not a retreat because of money and creature 
comforts. 


It was because, with the help of the words, I had finally 
reached a point where I realized that none of that—money, 
comfort, security—was anything I should have been 
expending my energy pursuing. 


I told no one I was leaving, because I knew what they 
would think, and besides, who did I really have to tell 
anyway? 

Cameron was gone, and everyone else I knew were mere 
acquaintances at best. 


Civilization had truly abandoned me, and even though I 
had initially reacted by fighting the abandonment, I had a 
realization that collapsed the final pillar that was shakily 
holding up my belief in the religion of live, work, die. 


Why was I so dense? 
This was not a punishment or a trial of any kind. 


This was an opportunity to flee. Not flee the city so much 
as flee the entire fucking game I had been trained to accept 
as the only game. 


It was as if I had fallen asleep and woke up outside the 
prison walls, but in the grogginess of my initial awakening, 
I didn’t realize the situation for what it was. 


Present-day me looks back at me then and mentally 


because I was now in a place to run, in joy and freedom. I 
was running for the sheer hell of it. 


At the time, I still had some unconscious reservations and 
felt that by making an abrupt and seemingly irrational 
move, I could make the least anticipated move and thereby 
defeat the vestiges of the old game and jolt myself fully into 
this new, indescribable game. 


Where was the residual reticence coming from that 
necessitated this self-imposed shock treatment? I guess it’s 
true what they say about workers. 


You’re not a capitalist; you’re a wage slave with 
Stockholm Syndrome. 


I shook off my trepidation, and then, in a spasm of joy, 
fear, nervousness, and an expression of thankfulness—all of 
those things and more—in the spirit of the nameless thing, 
I headed south with no clear destination and no clear plan. 


The albatross that had hung around my neck dissolved. 
The bars disappeared, the chains dropped; you name the 
analogy, and I felt it expressed. 


I was free, and I would not go back; I would never again 
be taken alive. 


I am prepared now for what I do not know. I think if I 
thought I knew, I would be wrong anyway, and the delusion 
of THIS knowledge would mean that I was not really 
prepared. The vessel would not truly be empty and, 
therefore, not capable of being refilled. 


Even when I was doing it unconsciously, I was always 
groping toward this point of emptiness and zero. 


PAUSE 
SOUND: RAVENS CAWIING 


SOUND: WIND IN TREES WITH AN INDECIPHERABLE 
WHISPER UNDERNEATH 


EZRA: Let me describe my surroundings and why I chose 
this specific point to stop traveling. 


First of all, I am here because I chose my non-destination 
using a divinatory app that uses sourcecode from the 
Fatum Project. 


I chose this method because it would remove my 
conscious mind from the _ decision-making process 
altogether. My conscious decision making was _ highly 
suspect in my view, due to my recent history of seemingly 
disastrous decision making. 


I know now that these seemingly bad decisions were a 
necessary path to my ultimate freedom, but I suspect there 


could have been other, less painful routes leading to this 
point. Then again, maybe the pain was necessary to make a 
sufficient mental imprint. Nevertheless, I chose a method 
that would remove ME from the equation. 


Let me explain the Fatum Project. 


Fatum is bot under a mobile application that uses a 
quantum random number generator to give you a random 
set of coordinates on a map. 


After you fire up the app, you’re asked if you'd like to 
visit an attractor, void, or anomaly. An attractor is a spot 
the app deems has the highest concentration of quantum 
dots, whereas a void is the least. An anomaly is the 
strongest pick of those two different options. 


At this point, you think about what you'd like to get out of 
your trip. Users of this app refer to this part of the process 
as setting an intention. 


One set of experiencers set an intention and went about 
their mission only to discover a suitcase at the designated 
destination. The suitcase contained a dismembered body 
left behind by a serial killer. Not all excursions are so dark, 
but this might be the most famous one. Morality aside, this 
example shows that something is being tapped here, to say 
the least. One can take the view that because a body was 
discovered that this was a “dark trip,” but one can also say 
that this method helped locate and identify someone's 
missing loved one and thereby offered closure and started 
the process of healing. It’s really your choice as to how you 
interpret it. 


If you think I’m making any of this up, feel free to Google 
“Fatum Project.” 


EZRA SPELLS IT OUT 
F-A-T-U-M-Project. 


A lot of the tech used to perform these seemingly 
miraculous feats is based on work that came out of the 
Princeton Engineering Anomalies Research Lab, or Pear for 
short. 


Specifically, it came out of the Global Consciousness 
Project (GCP also called the EGG _ Project), a 
parapsychology experiment that began in 1998 as an 
attempt to detect possible interactions of "global 
consciousness" with physical systems. 


The project monitors a _ geographically distributed 
network of hardware random number generators in a bid to 
identify anomalous outputs that correlate with widespread 
emotional responses to sets of world events or periods of 
focused attention by large numbers of people. 


If you need to know more, again, just Google any of the 
things I just mentioned. 


So I set my intention “to find absolute zero” and set the 
radius to 100 kilometers. 


The app brought me here. 


Telling you what I told you about my connection to this 
place is both remarkable and significant. 


At least I think it is. 


I mean, what makes synchronicity more than a 
coincidence? 


The Venn overlap of meaningful events in the distant or 
near past with an event or constellation of events in the 
present or a meaningful event or set of events in the near 
or distant past. Or, as Carl Jung put it, events are 
“meaningful coincidences" if they occur with no causal 
relationship yet seem to be meaningfully related.” 


This upgrades an everyday coincidence to high-level 
synchronicity. There are other secondary elements that 


added to my landing here in this exact spot, but they are 
only children of the parent cause. They played a supporting 
role, but the lead in this movie was the Fatum Project. 


While it may be rationally construed that I ended up here 
by accident, I would object to that characterization. 


I randomly generated a point inside of the Big Sur area 
proper using the The Fatum Project app. My radius was set 
to incorporate Big Sur and other territories outside of Big 
Sur, which is made up of a very large geographical area. 
This is tantamount to throwing a dart at a wall-sized map 
while blindfolded. 


Not to sound trite, but this must be the place. As William 
Burroughs might have said, rational thought be damned. 


I am positioned between two areas that carry a very big 
emotional charge for me. The psychogeography here is rife 
with personal mythic resonance. 


I do not know why I am here, and that is part of this 
exercise. 


If I knew why I was here, it would defeat the purpose of 
my being here. 


I feel like it would also taint the staging. 


The world would say I am practicing the utmost of 
delusional behaviors, magical thinking. They would, of 
course, mean that as a criticism. There are times that 
magical thinking is necessary, especially when one has 
exhausted all rational options. 


This is why Brian Eno developed methods such as 
Oblique Strategies to guide him out of a creative 
stalemate. 


I would say that so-called rational thinking is the ultimate 
delusion, and I am trying to turn that delusion on itself, and 
by doing so, create a door out. People like Eno and William 


S. Burroughs have all used this trick to bypass the 
roadblocks that lie between oneself and the liminal. 


So, now you know somewhat how I got here. Let me tell 
you where “here” is. 


I am about thirty miles south of Carmel on Highway 1 and 
sixty miles north of San Simeon, where the Hearst Castle 
is. 


As I already said, I am south of Bixby Canyon and North 
of the Henry Miller Library. Betwixt Jack and Henry, so to 
speak. 


There's a bakery across the road with a small gas station 
in front of it. Next to that is a general store with a parking 
lot that is covered in cawing ravens. I imagine they are 
there to peck at tourist droppings of bagel crumbs and bear 
claw detritus. 


What is a flock of ravens called? I know a flock of crows is 
called a murder. I think a flock of ravens is called an 
“unkindness" or a "conspiracy." Is that right? 


That sounds like something I remember incorrectly. 
That wording is just too convenient. 
EZRA: LAUGHS WITH A TINGE OF MANIA 


EZRA: Anyway, there's a post office to the north of that 
store, back toward Carmel by the Sea, to my right as I face 
it from this side of the road. 


As I mentioned, I used the The Fatum Project app to 
choose this exact spot. 


I was already pondering a trip to Big Sur; the fact that 
the The Fatum Project app chose it just firmly sealed the 
deal. One may say my intention was “picked up.” 


PAUSE 


To continue the description of my surroundings: All the 
architecture has that rustic cabin look to it. Weathered 
wood, low slung, single story, very in tune with the woodsy 
landscape around it. 


I am standing on an embankment across the road from 
the row of buildings that house the bakery, store, and post 
office. 


If I look down the sloping embankment, I see a small dirt 
road and a cattle gate. On the cattle gate is a sign that 
declares the land beyond belongs to The Bureau of Land 
Management. 


Beyond the gate, I see a creek or at least what looks like 
one. 


This place is the edge of the wilderness, where the 
untamed wild meets civilization. 


If I walk 100 yards downhill I will start to be swallowed 
by a thick canopy of trees. If I walk fifty yards in the other 
direction I will be confronted with a store, a restaurant, a 
post office, a gas station, and, of course, the ever- 
ubiquitous insult of tourists. 


Oh, let’s not forget the ravens. Flocks of them, lingering 
in this liminal realm betwixt the wild and the last outpost of 
modernity. 


Behind the store lies miles of parkland until you reach the 
ocean, specifically Pfeiffer Beach, if I'm not mistaken. 


If I walk further south on Highway 1, I leave the last 
microcosm of civilization behind, and nothing but wildlands 
shows itself again until Hearst Castle, about sixty miles 
away. 


You may locate this all on a map if you need more detail. 
Pure wilderness in all directions. 


This place is, in many ways, the gateway to the deep dark 
forest and all that lies within. 


Man, that statement needed some ominous music to 
accompany it. 
PAUSE 


I feel like there is some deeper meaning to all of this. 
That it is somehow symbolic on a level I am not fully 
grasping yet. 

PAUSE 

Why am I documenting all of this? 

Is it because I have trained myself to do so? 

Like snapping a picture of my food before I eat it and 
posting it online? 

Isn't that the kind of shallow thinking and behavior that 
brought me to this crossroads, or does it go deeper than 
that? 

Is the documenting of the day-to-day mundanities so 
rampant in this culture a cause or a symptom? And if it's a 
symptom, then of what, exactly? 

SOUND: THE SOUND OF RAVENS BECOMES MORE 
AGITATED IN THE BACKGROUND 

EZRA: There is a man that has appeared in the parking 
lot across the road. 


He is feeding pieces of bread to the ravens. 


They seem to be accustomed to him, or maybe they're 
just used to people being around. They hop right up to him, 
and some even flutter up to his shoulder. It's interesting. 


The guy looks like what I call "White Jesus." 
LAUGHS 


EZRA: You know, the pictures you see on the walls in your 
grannie’s living room, painted by, I want to say, Stallman or 
Sallman. I forget the artist's name. 


You'd know the painting if you saw it, though, I'm sure of 
it. The only vaguely Semitic Jesus, with brown hair and 
Caucasian skin. 


The particular incarnation of White Jesus I am viewing 
now has long hair; he’s kind of tall and thin, with a 
prominent nose. 


Yeah, I guess I'll secretly call him White Jesus. His 
resemblance to that painting is uncanny. 


I'm going to head over to the store and get a cup of 
coffee. Maybe White Jesus will bless me. 


PAUSE 


SOUND: SOUND OF RUSTLING LEAVES, LABORED 
STEPS, THEN THE RECORDER IS TURNED OFF 


SOUND: RECORDER BEING TURNED BACK ON 


EZRA: So, I guess White Jesus has a name, and it's Ralph. 
(Ezra chuckles) 


That’s great—Ralph of Nazareth. 


He's from Germany originally and still has a noticeable 
accent. 


He lives behind the bakery across the road in a tent. 
He bakes their bread in a wood-fired oven. 

Very old world. 

He seems like a nice enough guy. 


He reads philosophy and apparently has been starving for 
someone to talk to. Not that I’m any Heidegger or anything, 


but I have read some things. I imagine shallow chit-chat 
with tourists only gets you so far. 


Ralph wasn't overly nosey as to what I'm doing here, 
which is nice because I'm not entirely certain myself, and 
the thought of answering that question too directly makes 
me a bit uncomfortable right now. 


He did ask where I was staying, and I told him I have a 
sleeping bag and a tarp and was thinking of camping on the 
BLM land here. 


He told me people often camp at the bottom of the slope, 
just this side of the cattle gate, which is a flat space with 
good tree cover. 


I'm here now, and he's right. 


I am lucky, so far, that the weather isn’t the normal 
central California winter fare, which is rainy. 


I think it might have something to do with the drought 
that seems to come and go here about every seven to ten 
years. El Nino or La Nina, I can’t keep them straight. 
Whatever it's called, it is working in my favor right now. 


There are signs that people have camped here before. 


I found a sleeping bag and a long padded cushion, the 
kind that goes on a reclining lawn chair. I shook the leaves 
off of it and found no mildew or spider nests. 


I stretched the cushion and the spare sleeping bag out 
and made a ground pad, and then found a large piece of 
clear plastic and propped it up like a pup tent over the 
sleeping area. 


This should be good enough in this amazingly mild winter 
weather. 


I am pleasantly surprised at how warm and bright it is for 
December. 


Ralph said I could use the bathrooms at the store to wash 
up, brush my teeth, use the toilet for general morning 
ablutions. He said the store wouldn't mind and that he 
would tell them I was a friend who was visiting. 


He also said that he could bring me loaves of day-old 
bread to eat. 


I think he senses that I am not flush with cash. 


This guy is friendly and helpful, and all in all, it seems 
like a nice coincidence that I landed in this place with such 
a welcoming guide. 


Ralph volunteered some of his stories, about ending up 
here broke and hungry, having been dropped off by a local 
he had hitched a ride with. 


I think he appreciates having someone to tell his story to. 


It’s a pretty classic sixties-style tale. He was thumbing 
around the country and eventually washed up here, kind of 
like me. I guess that sort of makes us kindred spirits across 
generations. 


Not long after he arrived, the bakery owner struck up a 
conversation with Ralph and discovered he had been a 
bread maker in Germany. In exchange for his baking 
services, the owner offered to let him pitch his tent behind 
the garden and threw in a nominal salary with food and 
board, such as it was, included. 


The bakery now has a bona fide German baker, and Ralph 
has a stationary base of operations. It seems that both 
parties are happy with the arrangement. 


Who knows? Maybe his luck will be infectious. 
PAUSE 


SOUND: RUSTLING OF LEAVES AND SLEEPING BAG 
BEING ADJUSTED AND ZIPPED 


EZRA: I'm going to read myself to sleep this evening, 
using the last light of the day. I grabbed a few paperbacks 
when I left. 


I think tomorrow I will start recording more memories of 
what led to this, how I got here, in hopes that it will help 
me clarify WHY I am here. 


I snagged a copy of Black Sun: The Brief Transit and 
Violent Eclipse of Harry Crosby, which I've always wanted 
to read. 


Maybe I will finally get some quality reading time now 
that I live in a ditch— 


EZRA LAUGHS RUEFULLY 
EZRA: Good night, whoever may hear this. 


I'm still not 100 percent sure why I am recording this, 
maybe just to perpetuate the illusion that someone is there, 
that someone is listening. 


I’ve forgotten how to be alone. I used to know how, I 
swear I did. 


Maybe I can learn again. I feel that is important. 
PAUSE 


EZRA: STARTS TO SAY SOMETHING BUT STOPS, 
SIGHS, AND THEN TURNS OFF THE RECORDER 


DKK KK KK 


SOUND: RECORDER BEING TURNED ON 
Sound: BIRDS CHIRPING, SLIGHT WIND IN THE TREES 
EZRA: I had a weird experience yesterday. 


I tried to record some of the conversations that I had with 
Ralph, the White Jesus guy, and when I played it back, my 
voice came through loud and clear. However, when Ralph 
spoke—the sound must have fritzed because his voice 
sounded like a million buzzing, twittering insects. You 
couldn't make anything out. 


The sound is hard to explain. 


It was like a gigantic chorus of insects, like millions of 
them. 


I played it back a few minutes ago. I had this strange 
feeling that I wasn't listening to an audio error but rather— 
I dunno. It was not even like millions of insects, but—I was 
listening to some kind of essence of insect, like the 
overmind of all insects. I don't know how else to explain it. 


But you probably shouldn’t listen to me. 


I'm a guy who fled to the woods for no definite reason, so 
honestly, it was probably some kind of audio glitch caused 
by the wind on the mic or something like that. 


I think I'm in a manic phase where everything seems to 
have more meaning than it actually does. Here. I saved a 
copy of Ralph talking on my phone. 


SOUND: OBVIOUSLY BEING PLAYED THROUGH A 
PHONE SPEAKER AND BEING HELD NEAR THE 
RECORDER. WE HEAR A CHORUS OF INSECTS THAT 
STARTS OUT WITH WHAT SOUNDS LIKE A FEW 
HUNDRED INSECTS AND THEN A FEW THOUSAND AND 
THEN A FEW MILLION AND THEN SOME KIND OF 
ULTRA-INSECTOID SOUND. WE HEAR EZRA STOP THE 
RECORDING. 


SOUND: EZRA IS BY THE SIDE OF A ROAD, WHICH IS 
NOT DEVOID OF TRAFFIC. PERIODIC TRAFFIC FROM 
TIME TO TIME CAN BE HEARD. 


THERE IS WIND, BIRDS, AND THE OCCASIONAL 
DISTANT VOICES OF HUMANS GETTING GAS, GOING TO 
THE STORE, ETC. 


EZRA: So you can see why, in my current mental state, I 
might read too much into that. 


Or not. 


Maybe you're sitting there right now, asking yourself why 
I am overreacting to this in such an irrational way. It would 
not be unreasonable for you to ask that. 


I will try to capture Ralph on a recording again tomorrow, 
maybe with my phone instead of the recorder. 


I want to just write this off as some kind of peculiar effect 
of an audio equipment malfunction. 


Now, back to Ralph. 


Ralph has some great stories, and he seems like a wise 
traveler. 


I'd like to keep some of those stories for myself but also 
share them with you, whoever you are, my listener or 
listeners. Assuming this ever sees the light of day. This 
could all just end up being some kind of journaling therapy, 
filed away or deleted after some reflection. 


For now, I’ll proceed as if there is someone listening. It’s 
just easier that way. 


I feel like I'm talking to "someone," yet I can't quite put 
my finger on who "you" are. 


It could be like that weird Garfinkle experiment in 
Ethnomethodology. 


The one where he had people talking into a microphone 
to what they thought was a therapist on the other end of 
the line, only it wasn’t a therapist. It was a scenario set up 
to produce random yes and no answers. Yet this method 
proved to be as successful as an actual therapy session. I 


think it used a lightbulb, and a scheme that said a light on 
was yes and light off was no or something like that. I read it 
a long time ago. 


If anyone ends up listening to this, it was in a book titled, 
Studies in Ethnomethodology, by Harold Garfinkle. 


I also heard a rumor that Carlos Castaneda was a student 
of Harold Garfinkle’s, which would explain a lot about 
Castaneda’s chicanery around the Don Juan stories. 


I wonder what really happened to Castaneda’s witches? 

EZRA: SIGHS AND STRETCHES 

SOUND: THE SOUND OF SOMEONE WALKING 
THROUGH THE LEAVES OF THE FOREST FLOOR. A 
SOUND OF A PACK OF COYOTES HOWLING IN THE 
DISTANCE GROWS CLOSER IN SYNC WITH THE 
FOOTSTEPS IN THE LEAVES GROWING CLOSER 

EZRA: Yeah, Ralph, I'm over here. 

SOUND: A MIXTURE OF RAVENS AND THE INSECTOID 
CHORUS GROWING CLOSER. 

EZRA: Yeah, I'm recording my journals. 

SOUND: FOOTSTEPS STOP. 

EZRA: Yes, I'm still recording; I hope to record some of 
your stories, with your permission, of course. 


RALPH: (Noticeable German accent but understandable) 
Ah, I will try to speak clear then, so your device may 
capture it. 


EZRA: I had some issues recording you yesterday, but 
that may have been the microphone reacting to the wind. 


RALPH: What were you recording just now? 


EZRA: Gathering my thoughts a bit about how I got here. 
The more I tell it, the more I realize how much I am leaving 


out. I may need to circle back on this a few times and then 
maybe edit something compelling together. 


RALPH: Are things becoming clearer? Is it a purpose you 
lack clarity on? 


EZRA: Yeah—here, sit down; I pulled up some logs for 
myself and visitors, should I have any. You're my first guest 
here in my forest den. 


SOUND OF RALPH SITTING DOWN 


RALPH: Here's a cup of coffee from the store. I got it 
right after the first pot was brewed. It's the dark kind you 
like. 


EZRA: Aw, thanks, man. How much do I owe you? 
RALPH: On me. Get me next time. 
EZRA: Awesome. 


SOUND: BOTH MEN SLURPING COFFEE AND MAKING 
AH! SOUNDS. 


EZRA: Nothing like a good hot cup of darkness to get the 
blood circulating. 

RALPH: Mm. So, these recordings—are you in that "what 
happened, why me?" phase? I mean, don't get me wrong— 

EZRA: I am trying to remember because I don't mind 
telling you, I'm not 100 percent certain what it is that I'm 
doing here. 

RALPH: This is the nature of an eddy. 


EZRA: An eddy? Like those little swirl pools where all the 
debris gets trapped in a river and then spins in a circle? 


RALPH: (Chuckles) Yes, like that. That's what this place 
is, so to speak. I was attracted here in the same way you 
were. When I let go of destinations, I landed here. I expect 
your trip was much the same. 


EZRA: (With a semi-wry voice) Are you calling me river 
trash? (small snort-laugh) 


RALPH: If I am, then I am classifying myself as the same. 
Being discarded is more times than not a blessing rather 
than a curse. 


EZRA: How so? 


RALPH: It is often necessary to be involuntarily dislodged 
from whatever it is you have been clinging to in order to 
move forward. It doesn't matter what it is; you're clinging 
to something and, therefore, not in a position to let the 
currents pull you. You are resisting your destiny, so to 
speak. 


The eddy is a place to pull out of one current and then, 
hopefully, let another take you in a new direction. 


The eddy can also become a trap of its own. It will 
become something that will hold you and make you 
comfortable, spinning you in circles, so beware. That, too, 
can become a form of clinging to an illusion of safety. 


It is not meant to be permanent, but merely a rest and 
recharge cycle. 


SOUND: BOTH MEN CONTINUING TO SLURP THEIR 
COFFEE 


RALPH: So, tell me. In this journal, are you still in the 
“poor me" phase? 


I mean, that's important, to get past it at least, and you 
can't get past something until you go through it. 


Going around, it doesn't count. 


This phase won't help you understand it directly, but it 
will prepare you for understanding it. 


You can't eat new food with old food still stuck in your 
throat. 


EZRA: You know, a year ago, I would have dismissed what 
you just said as fuzzy thinking or new ageism. 


But here I sit, camping in what essentially is a ditch. 
A beautiful ditch, but technically, still a ditch. 


So, while I'm not fully comprehending or even accepting 
what I'm hearing, I'm not rejecting it either. 


RALPH: Spoken like a good piece of debris. 
EZRA: (Laughs) 


SOUND: WIND IN TREES AND RAVENS CAWING IN 
THE BACKGROUND FOLLOWED BY THE SOUND OF 
MANY WINGS TAKING FLIGHT 


RALPH: Well, time to make the bread. I'll stop by later 
after work and see what you're up to. 


SOUND: RALPH RISING AND WALKING AWAY 
THROUGH THE LEAVES 


EZRA: Ladies and gentlemen, Ralph. 
SOUND: RECORDER BEING TURNED OFF 
SOUND: RECORDER BEING TURNED ON 


SOUND: THE CACOPHONOUS TWEETING OF A VERY 
LARGE FLOCK OF BIRDS OF ALL KINDS THEN FADING 
AWAY 


EZRA: Yeah, I’m just going to turn on the recorder to 
capture anything I may want to use in the future. 


RALPH: I don’t mind it being on. I don’t change my way 
of speaking when it is on or off. I notice you do. 


EZRA: What do you mean? 


RALPH: Don’t you notice? When the recorder is on, it is 
apparent that you are aware of its presence. I feel like 


when the recorder is on, you’re talking more to it than to 
me, which is unfortunate because I enjoy talking to you. 


Not so much the thing or the person you are addressing 
when it is on. 


EZRA: I wasn’t aware of it until you mentioned it, but 
now I am. Want me to turn it off? 


RALPH: I’m closer, so I will. 


SOUND: SOUND OF RECORDER BEING HANDLED BUT 
NOT TURNED OFF 


RALPH: There, that will make for a better conversation. 
SOUND: AMBIENT SOUND OF THE FOREST 
EZRA: Yeah, I can already feel a difference. 


When the recorder is on—it’s like there is a third person 
here who I feel beholden to impress. 


I’ve always fancied myself a natural on the mic, but I 
guess I was actually adopting a style known as natural. I 
was not actually natural. 


Know what I mean? 


RALPH: Yes, I do. Why don’t you tell me the story about 
those last days before you arrived here? 


EZRA: That’s funny; that’s where I was in my recordings 
too. 


RALPH: I know. I heard. I think you told some truths but 
not all of the truth. 


I’m not saying you lied; I’m saying you omitted. 
RALPH TAKES A BREATH 

RALPH: Now, then tell me the story. 

All of it. 

Even the parts that don’t make you look good. 


Talk to me, not the digital specter. 
SOUND: WIND IN THE TREES AND BIRDS CHIRPING 


THE DAY AFTER TODAY 


On the day I burned my house down and left for the 
forest, 


I discovered that 

it wasn't like in the movies 

I didn't stride from the house 

in slow motion 

a heated wind dramatically tousling my hair 
No, I ran, as fast as I could 

and as far as I could 

and boarded a southbound train 
and rode until the rails ran out 
and then I walked 

and hitchhiked 

until I finally ran out of breath 


On the day I burned my house down and left for the 
forest, 


I discovered that this was not 
the end of one era 

and the beginning of another 

I dwelt in the interregnum 
betwixt primeval and modernity 


without a dramatic shift overnight 
no hard lines, no noir shading 

I sat in limbo 

and considered my past moves 
while pondering my next 


On the day after I burned my house down and left for the 
forest, 


I found myself sitting in Big Sur California 

in a ditch 

across the road from a cafe and general store 

midway between the cabin where Kerouac wrote Big Sur 
and the house where Henry Miller's library now stands 
down the hill from where I sat, I spied a sign 

Bureau of Land Management beyond this gate 

it boldly stated 

beyond, a road wound into the forest darkness 

dark even in the daylight 

the light unable to penetrate the foliage 

beyond that point, east, all wilderness 

to the south, all wilderness 

to the north, all wilderness 

to the west beyond the cafe and store 

all wilderness 

until it ends at the beach 

with that melodic surf 

the one that sang to Jack 


I shouldn't have been able to hear that song from where I 
sat 


But I did 

Or was it an echo through time? 

I sat in the Venn overlap of 

the forest of the unconscious 

and the last vestiges of civilization 

Like the legends of Myrddin Wyllt 

who fled civilization to be free to go mad in the forest 
to heal from seeing too much while feeling too little 
I sat 

seeing too much 

feeling too much 

knowing too much 

knowing too little 


On the day after I burned my house down and left for the 
forest, 


I sat on the doorstep of the underworld 
one last chance to turn back 

hot coffee, pastries, canned goods, 
gasoline, Wi-Fi, nachos 

all just one short stroll across the road 


On the day after the day after I burned my house down 
and left for the forest 

I wondered, nay, marveled at the placement 

of these last scraps of civilization 


like some last temptation 
just a taste 

no one will know 

I'll quit tomorrow 

almost 

not today 


On the day after the day after I burned my house down 
and left for the forest, 

I met a trickster in the woods 

he said his name was Ralph 

he spoke with a German accent 

he looked like those picture of Jesus 


that you see in the living rooms of grandmothers all over 
the world 


sitting atop large, wood-encased TV consoles 
probably Magnavox 

hands clasped in supplication, staring upward 
he is noticeably and confusingly Caucasian 
sometimes he is 3D 

his eyes follow you around the room 


On the day after the day after I burned my house down 
and left for the forest, 

Ralph said the forest had sent him to ask me 

What are you waiting for? 

He said 


it is only an initiation after you decide to go 
and never come back 

the occultists got it wrong 

the objective of the Crossing of the Abyss 

is not to cross over without losing your mind 
it is to lose your mind, cross over and come back 
and reassemble as a person again 

not the same person 

not a different person 

some old parts 

some new parts 

new configuration 


On the day after the day after I burned my house down 
and left for the forest, 

I found evidence of other past campers in the ditch 
they left behind a sleeping bag, 

a reclining lawn chair cushion 

and ten-foot by ten-foot sheet of plastic 

all of which I used to assemble a shelter 


That night I slept peacefully beneath the swaying 
branches of trees 


and filtered moonlight 

unseasonably mild December weather 

El Nino or La Nina, 

I forget which causes which weather effect 
one wet one dry 


an elemental game of juggling 


On the day after the day after the day after I burned my 
house down 


and left for the forest, 

I awoke, and Ralph was gone 
scrawled in the dust 

where he had been sleeping was, 
Gone to Croatan 


On the day after the day after the day after I burned my 
house down 


and left for the forest, 


I burned down the gas station, the café, and the general 
store 


and I left for the forest 
thankfully 
it wasn't at all like in the movies 


-Ezra Buckley 


"In other words, to see how the world really works is 
itself a world-shattering experience. If everybody had such 
an experience, the world would not exist." - Tracy Twyman, 
Clock Shavings 


“When one does zazen, while delusions are there, the 
zazen posture is the posture of the Buddha. Hence zazen is 
the Buddha leaving delusions as they are.” - Kosho 
Uchiyama , The Zen Teaching of Homeless Kodo 


PART 2 
THE DIALOGUES 


EDITOR’S NOTE: The following transcript was taken 
from the same audio files supplied with the preceding 
monologues. What is not clear is whether Ezra was aware 
that these recordings were being made, so it is therefore 
not clear if they were made with Ezra’s consent. There 
were no_ instructions included with these files; 
consequently, we have decided to include them since they 
appear in context to be integral to this story. We apologize 
in advance if we have made this decision in error. 


SOUND OF RECORDER BEING TURNED ON 


RALPH: Have you noticed a difference in your focus and 
emotional stability since you took my advice and had me 
store your phone? 


EZRA: Oh, yeah. I can sit and read long-form for much 
longer and for more extended periods. 


I can also meditate longer and more in-depth. 

I notice more of the natural process around me. 

I sleep better. 

I am starting to sound like an infomercial, aren’t I? 
EZRA LAUGHS 


RALPH: After listening to your monologues, I see a 
progression and correct me if I’m wrong but, leading up to 
your departure from San Francisco, I get a sense of—it felt 
like you were wallowing in self-pity. Am I mistaken? 


EZRA: No, that would be part of it. I was also very—out of 
body? Disconnected? I feel those words only partially 
describe my state at the time. 


RALPH: Do you still feel that way? 


EZRA: No. Now I feel still and empty. I remember 
thinking that people who felt empty were— 


RALPH: Broken? Incomplete? 

EZRA: Yeah. 

EZRA LAUGHS SOMEWHAT MANIACALLY 

RALPH LAUGHS MORE CALMLY 

EZRA: Man, the freedom, the absolute peace of this— 


RALPH: People underestimate the power of breaking 
through. 


The discipline and the will it takes to get through the 
doorway dissuade most people that even suspect something 
lies on the other side from undertaking the journey. 


Fear and their fear of fear. 
Know what I mean? 
EZRA: Initial fear and real fear? 


RALPH: Yes, the initial fear or cowardice that causes one 
to avoid the actual fear, the big fear, which is the dragon to 
be slain. 


Most people suspect a dragon is in the cave, and that’s 
enough for them. 


Their strategy is to simply avoid the cave. 


It’s just as well because that act of avoidance alone is 
enough to know that they would melt upon sight of the 
actual dragon—the dragon of the true self. 


EZRA: Charles Manson said, “Total paranoia is just total 
awareness.” Is that a description of the same process put 
very succinctly? 


RALPH: Yes, it is. 


I’ve never heard that, but that is an excellent summation 
in a very terse and, therefore, elegant form. 


EZRA: It was like that state that Charlie seemed to be 
describing. 


I was more terrified on every level than I have ever been 
before. Every nerve in my body was screaming, “Flight!” 


I was way past fight. 
But I stood in place in my mind. 


I was shaking, hyperventilating, dizzy, hypertensive, and 
then, suddenly, POP! It all made sense. 


It didn’t all get better per se; this wasn’t some Kumbaya 
moment. 


What happened was a shift in my perception of 
everything in context to everything else. Slavoj Zizek would 
call it the Parallax Shift. 


I suddenly had the experience of seeing all things from all 
perspectives at the same time. 


RALPH: Some would say you just described a nervous 
breakdown. 


EZRA: Break-THROUGH. 


RALPH: I know, but I was just preparing you for what you 
will hear should you ever decide to rejoin civilization and 
share your experiences, which I would not recommend. 


EZRA: Why in the fuck would I ever do that? 


RALPH: You’re not entirely on the other side of the cave 
yet. You’re past one dragon, but the biggest one is still to 
come. 


SILENCE 
EZRA: You know this because? 
RALPH: I’ve done it. 


Not the same as you, but similar. 


No one has the same experience, but they are all similar 
enough to recognize some of the stages. 


It’s like looking at two paintings that are only similar in 
the gradients of their shading. Not the same painting 
content, but—similar in context. There are similarities in 
the shading and where those shadings occur. 


EZRA: I see what you’re saying. A pattern. A wave— 
SILENCE 

RALPH: Both and neither. 

It is a formless thing. She is a formless thing, a void. 


EZRA: So, since there is no final form, therefore, there is 
no goal, or rather, the goal is nothing. 


Not the same as no goal. 
RALPH: This is a form of Zen I learned here in the woods. 


This place we sit, this is technically known as The 
Wildland Urban Interface, or as my countryman Hans 
Peter Duerr described it in Dreamtime: Concerning the 
Boundary between Wilderness and Civilization, a space of 
liminal dreamtime. 

EZRA: Man, hanging out with you is like hanging with a 
library database. I thought my speech was peppered with 
book references— 


RALPH: Speaking of which, I think I read that book your 
friend Cameron wrote. 


EZRA: WHAT?! 
RALPH: It was called Liminal by Cameron. Sound right? 
EZRA: I don’t know. 


I was never able to get any information from him before 
he disappeared. Do you still have a copy? 


RALPH: No, but you can probably find one when you get 
back to civilization or if you decide not to go back, there’s a 
library in Carmel; I can probably get it there for you. It is 
written in the form of a movie treatment, not a script, but I 
suspect it is actually a novella presented in the form of a 
treatment. That's just my opinion, though. 


EZRA: How did you happen across it? 


RALPH: I seem to be a strange attractor for these kinds 
of things. 


Also, and I won’t ruin it for you, I have a fascination with 
stories that deal with the concept of identity and its 
elasticity. 


But you'll have to read it for yourself. 


Anyway, the Zen I speak of is something I learned by 
sitting here long enough that the spirit of the land began to 
speak to me. 


It taught me a new Zen from the void. I call it Xen, 
spelled, X-E-N. Like Xeno. Xen is a combining form, Greek 
in origin, and means other. 


The spirit I have communed with here is definitely not 
human in origin, and therefore its way of Xen is not like the 
human form of Zen. 


However, because we all have a seed of the other within 
us, we can learn the Xen of the other. 


That seed resides at the level of archetypes, below the 
personal unconscious. 


What that Xen does is open up a new way of perceiving 
and a new understanding of concepts like nothingness in 
such a way that we can relate to it on a visceral level. 


When I say things like, “Nothing is not the same as a no 
thing,” it might sound like I’m trying to be cryptic in the 
service of sounding profound. I’m not. 


I’m using a very limited form of communication, human 
words, to hopefully stimulate a deeper form of 
communication, which is the capacity for intuitive thinking 
and understanding. 


Words can lead to a train of thought that triggers the 
arousal of forms from the levels of reality that lie beneath 
the membrane of the unconscious. 


We can see those shapes and even touch them through a 
veil, darkly. Those forms are what I call the monads, the 
ones that arise from the zero of nothingness. 


Unless you’ve had a personal experience with the nothing 
of which I speak, these are simply words and words that 
make no rational sense. Therefore to most people, they are 
words that are easily dismissed as meaningless. 


I was reading a lot of Ligoti when I started to really get it. 
It’s like how you describe that breakthrough you had about 
nothingness while reading the works of the Kyoto School. 


EZRA: Is this why William S. Burroughs was always 
saying, “Destroy all rational thought”? 


RALPH: Burroughs was a wise man. Wiser than most 
people know. 


He was a practitioner of Xen. 
EZRA: Really? 


RALPH: As was Kerouac, but Jack never quite went all 
the way. He still clung to the idea that losing his chains of 
sanity would condemn him, not free him. His problem was 
fear. 


He unfortunately never got past the point where the 
muse of chaos whispered to him. He heard the whisper, but 
he feared it, tried to drown it out with liquor; he would 
never let the void devour him. Burroughs, on the other 
hand, he went willingly, bravely, with eyes open. 


EZRA: What about Terrence McKenna? 
RALPH SNORTS LOUDLY 


RALPH: He was a great speaker, but when his time came 
to accept the truth of the void, he ran. What’s worse, he 
continued to prescribe a method of crossing that he himself 
had abandoned out of fear. 


EZRA: Where are you getting this information? 


RALPH: Find the expurgated chapter of The Brotherhood 
of the Screaming Abyss, written by his brother after his 
death. 


Are you familiar with the myths of Tiamat and Marduk? 
EZRA: Babylonian? 


RALPH: Sumerian, probably older than that. A story told 
orally for many years and then after the advent of writing 
and civilization, recorded in an altered form. 


The myth reflects the beliefs and attitudes toward what 
we call chaos. It shows that ancient precivilization had an 
adoration of the void, the unknown, and the unknowable. 
That, of course, would be in line with the principles that a 
nomadic tribe might observe as inherently true. 


Only after the arrival of civilization were the stories 
altered and skewed in the direction of law and order. 
Tiamat became the villain, Marduk, the hero who freed 
mankind from the clutches of the dragon goddess who 
embodied the void, the absolute zero, to use a term you 
like. 


The very act of writing down this story in a static form, 
carved into clay and hardened, was in itself an act of black 
magick. It was a desperate attempt at revisionist history 
and a very definite attempt to silence the adoration and 
acknowledgment of the great void and the symbol of the 


dark movement beneath the waters. To cement, so to 
speak, a new story. 


Do you see the connection here to what I spoke of 
earlier? The forms beneath the membrane of the personal 
unconscious? 


EZRA: Tiamat was often described as a dark form moving 
beneath the primeval waters. 


Oceanic is a word that comes to mind. 


I see the analogy between that description and the 
unconscious states as described by some schools of 
psychology and mysticism. 


RALPH: It’s not important to have a full verbal grasp of 
what we are talking about and trying to describe. In fact, 
too much detail means you don’t understand it. By 
unpacking it and quantifying it, you in fact deconstruct it 
and kill it as a third-thing. 


It’s constituent parts, of course, will go on and coalesce 
into new complex forms with other constituents, but the 
meta-thing as it was may never exist again. 


People grasp at meaning too much and rely on language 
as the end all be all far too much and usually to their 
detriment. 


It’s better to let things be what they are at the moment 
and to try and observe without inserting one’s ego into the 
process. 


I understand the observer effect makes this impossible, 
but we should attempt to limit our effect as much as 
possible. 


Think of it as the equivalent of the prime directive for 
liminal exploration. 


This is the way in which you may know something as it is 
or have a sense of gnosis. Gnosis has many facets to its 


meaning, but one meaning is intercourse. 
Not to be crude, but the gnostics, in many ways, were 
saying you can’t know divinity until you’ve fucked divinity. 
EZRA: Fuck divinity! 
RALPH: I knew you were going to say that, but yeah, my 


allergy to bumperstickerism notwithstanding, fuck divinity 
indeed. 


Anyway, it is hard to remove one’s observer, i.e., ego, 
from the equation but not impossible. You must trick the 
observer into taking a nap. 


EZRA: There was that one guy who experimented with 
using technology to bypass the ego’s input or manipulation 


RALPH: The Meta-Machine experiment? 
EZRA: How do you always know what I’m talking about? 


You live in the woods, and as far as I can see, you don’t 
have the Internet or a cell phone—other than mine. 


RALPH: I wasn’t always a hermit in the woods. 
EZRA: Oh, right. Sorry. 


RALPH: The experiment you mention was one element of 
a larger project originally known as the Jncunabula Online 
Project, and it explored belief as well as redefining the 
boundaries of art— 


EZRA: People just call it Ong’s Hat now. 


RALPH: I suspect because people had a problem with 
pronouncing Incunabula. 


RALPH LAUGHS RUEFULLY 


EZRA: So, anyway, Xen is a deep, uninterrupted focus on 
the void? 


A figurative merging or, as you put it, intercourse with 
the infinite nothingness which is something in itself? 


RALPH: Yes, but that was a great leap, and I didn’t expect 
that to come out of your mouth— 


EZRA: I think I’ve had an experience that would qualify 
as a Xen satori, a glimpse really, but I didn’t have a 
language to wrap around it. 


I recall a psilocybin mushroom experience where I saw 
that everything was nothing and meaningless, but I didn’t 
see it as a reason for despair as, say, McKenna obviously 
did. I saw it as an exit strategy or a relief. 


Again, I must wrestle with words— 


RALPH: Yeah, people have this understanding of nihilism 
that is really nothing but a misnomer. Nihilism really is the 
understanding that none of this shit— 


SOUND: LEAVES RUSTLING AS IF RALPH IS PIVOTING 
AROUND ON THE GROUND 


RALPH: This shit is not important. Not really. Air is nice, 
breathing is nice, being hydrated is nice, trees are nice, but 
c’mon. If this planet is hit by an ELE— 


EZRA: ELE? 


RALPH: Extinction Level Event, like a giant asteroid 
impact or a microscopic virus pandemic— 


EZRA: Like now? 

RALPH: Possibly. So what? 

EZRA: Just saying— 

RALPH: Yeah, so none of it is important. 
Nothing is important. 

Things just are. 


The importance is some weird human moral overlay that 
we’ve all trained ourselves to misunderstand in the service 
of physical survival, so for that, it works, but in the big 
picture? Not important. 

EZRA: You ever read any Eugene Thacker? 

RALPH: Can’t say that I have. 

EZRA: Finally, something you don’t know. 

EZRA LAUGHS 

EZRA: You’d like his writing. It’s like the Kyoto School of 
Philosophy but westernized— 

RALPH: Maybe next time I go to Carmel, I’ll look up the 
Kyoto School in the library. 

EZRA: Yeah, I think they’re up your alley. 

PAUSE 

EZRA: Can you describe any Xen exercises that have 
worked for you? 


RALPH: Well, I think everyone has to find their own, 
meaning they must work diligently to silence the voice and 
deprogram themselves from the ingrained ideas of what to 
do— 


RALPH EMPHASIZES “TO DO” IN AN ALMOST 
SARCASTIC TONE 


RALPH: Find your native form. 


However, I can point you to some things that worked for 
me when I was attempting to discover my own native form 
of Xen practices. 


EZRA: OK—this kinda sounds like Chaos Magick. 


RALPH: Similar, sure. Anyway, to answer your question, 
you’re doing one part of it now. 


Exist in the interregnum, decompress from civilized life— 


RALPH SAYS THE WORD CIVILIZED WITH AN AIR OF 
PALPABLE DISDAIN 


RALPH: And when you’re ready, walk into those dark 
woods beyond the gate, with only a bottle of water, a 
blanket, and a tarp, and when you’re so deep in you cannot 
see or hear any signs of human life, sit down and shut the 
fuck up. 


Sit there and listen, just listen, for four straight days. 


Then come back here to the urban wilderness interface or 
whatever you want to call it, call it the land in between and 
recharge physically but still, do not babble about your 
experience to anyone. 


After you’ve reintegrated, tell me the answer if you have 
an answer to your question because I’m pretty sure you'll 
have one even if it’s ineffable and you can’t verbalize it. 


SILENCE 


RALPH: There are no maps; there can be no maps of this 
territory. Mapping makes it disappear and move location. 
There can only be rumors and innuendo, shadows and 
blurry forms brought back by those that have gone and 
come back. You can’t take your past and those from your 
past with you. 


This is one of the costs of the ticket of passage. 
You must do this alone. 


RALPH SAYS THAT LAST STATEMENT VERY 
ADAMANTLY 


RALPH: What do you hope to achieve? 
Anything? 


Because that is desire, and if you carry desire into this 
vigil, it will work against you. 


You must be 100 percent open, 100 percent untethered, 
and unfettered. You must be free to gain freedom. 


EZRA: I feel like a lot of this is about talking in circles— 


RALPH: Not at all. I’m merely trying to be inclusive and 
intersectional— 


EZRA: Is that politically correct speech? 
RALPH: No, PC doesn’t have a monopoly on those terms. 


I mean the language of inclusion in the sense that I am 
using language that tries to include more of the 
possibilities inherent in what it is I am trying to describe 
and the effects. 


Some will say, and to a point rightly so, that language 
should be as precise and direct as possible. 


This is correct if we are talking about everyday 
conversations of navigation and negotiation of this 3-D 
Space and time. But we are talking about another place 
using the language of this place. 


There are other languages that are suited to the other 
world, but we can’t speak them here. The laws of physics in 
this world don’t accommodate those languages. 


You spoke of Terrence McKenna earlier. I agree with your 
assessment that he failed when he faced the test, but he 
got some things right. 


His biggest asset was his ability to experience glimpses of 
the other world, as limited as they were, and come back 
and record coherent notes. 


His ideas of the DMT elves and their ability to sing other- 
world concepts as objects into existence is a very apt 
description of the languages of which I speak. 


The equivalent on this side of the veil is the vibration or 
the great voice used by practitioners of the western 
hermetic tradition. The vibrational aspect and _ the 


coinciding use of telesmata, or the holding of multiple 
concepts as they relate to a thing over there— 


RALPH EMPHASIZES THE WORD “THING” 


RALPH: Such as the numeric value, the elemental value, 
say, of a direction of the quadrant, or the dome of vision, as 
Joseph Campbell has described it when addressing it while 
vibrating different tones— 


EZRA: I recall those states when I was a regular 
practitioner of western magick, transcendent when done 
right— 

RALPH: Then you know the object or entity you were 
addressing became real in the other world you were 
addressing, and you could feel subtle influences here in this 
world when it all coalesced. 


EZRA: Absolutely. It was like a synesthesia effect. Like 
tasting music or seeing ideas—oh! 


RALPH: Yeah, a glimpse. My friends over there—and it is 
advised to find and make friends—they can do that over 
there, and concepts will appear. What would take us a book 
to describe, they can convey in a thought cookie. 


SILENCE 


EZRA: Is there any chance that we’re both just 
completely insane? 


RALPH: Most likely and hopefully. 


The stigma of so-called insanity is one of the safeguards 
that are in place. 


Who put them there, and why, is another question 
altogether. 


EZRA: We did, I mean, humans did, but why— 


RALPH: Someone at some time discovered that they 
could physically prosper by creating systems of control 


while keeping their purpose and function occulted. 

EZRA: By prosper, you mean they could hoard. 

RALPH: That’s exactly what I mean. 

I don’t think there was ever a great fall from some kind of 
primitive divine state, but rather the circumstances of the 


arrival of civilization just made this shell game we describe 
much more efficient and lasting in its effect. 


It’s always been there, just like the bad behavior we see 
on the Internet was always there, but the circumstances 
presented by the technology gave it a stronger license. 


EZRA: This may seem like a hard shift in the direction of 
the conversation—OK, not seems like, is. Have you ever 
undergone any kind of formal therapy? 


RALPH: Why? Are you implying I need it? 

EZRA: Oh, no! I’m just asking because I wanted to 
compare notes if you had— 

RALPH: I haven’t other than a lot of self-therapy. 


EZRA: That counts, in my opinion. Anyway, I decided to 
try it once a few years ago. Not because I felt like I needed 
any outside help but because I had never done it before. 


I was wondering if there was something I might be 
missing. 


RALPH: There’s nothing therapy can give you that a good 
old-fashioned catastrophe can’t. A good life or death 
situation or a very real existential crisis— 


EZRA: Some people don’t make it back from those— 


RALPH: What would be their point if that wasn’t a very 
real possibility? 


No skin in the game, no gain. 
EZRA: Yeah, I see your point. 


RALPH: So, what was the result of your therapy? 
EZRA: An unnecessary reduction in funds. 


It seemed like there were preconceived answers to 
questions that he was seeking, it seemed like he was 
looking to check off boxes, and when I didn’t give the 
answers he wanted, he grew frustrated and asked the same 
question in different ways seeking the answer he sought. 


All of the things he was probing about were things I had 
already spent the last several years visiting and revisitng in 
my mind and had constructed some working models that 
satisfied me, at least at that time. 


The only thing useful I took away from those sessions was 
that I would gain nothing from traditional therapy that self- 
therapy could not provide me. 


RALPH: I can boil it down a bit. 


I wouldn’t even call it self-therapy. I’d simplify it and say 
it’s a matter of staring the truth in the eye without 
flinching. 

SILENCE 

EZRA: Isn't that the truth. 


RALPH: It is, and it sounds easy, yet as I suspect we both 
know, it is the hardest thing in the world, the hardest thing 
you will ever do. 


The only way out is through. 


EZRA: I knew someone who used to say that a lot. Who 
was that? 


RALPH: A friend from another life, perhaps. 
EZRA: Perhaps. 


Anyway, I knew a therapist who recently told me that 
people were losing it at a much higher rate per capita than 
he has historically seen in the past. 


RALPH: Pandemic, economic, political, etc.? 


EZRA: Yes, all of those reasons compounded on top of all 
the things that were already there, systemic, the crisis of 
modernity. 


RALPH: People just haven’t figured out that none of that 
stuff matters. 


Not really. 

NOT REALLY. 

RALPH ACCENTS THE SECOND “NOT REALLY.” 

PAUSE 

RALPH: Are you feeling closer to being ready to sit vigil? 

EZRA: Yeah, I’m mostly acclimated to living outdoors 
again— 


RALPH: Isn’t it odd that we should have to acclimate to 
living outdoors? I mean, what kind of perversity is it that 
we have become mole people? 


EZRA: Ted Kaczynski would probably agree with you. 
RALPH: Have you actually read his manifesto? 
EZRA: Yeah, a while back— 


RALPH: Not too many things I disagree with there. Those 
that I do find fault with are minor in nature and probably 
just me nitpicking. 


EZRA: So, you think the violent opposition of 
technological expansion— 


RALPH: I think that if you have people and groups of 
people pathologically destroying the ecosystem and you do 
anything less than whatever it takes to defend it—and 
therefore, yourself and others you give a damn about in the 
process—if you do anything less than whatever it takes, you 
are either suicidal, or you suffer from the worst case of 
Stockholm Syndrome that’s ever existed. 


It’s hard for me to imagine simple apathy could go that 
deep. 


EZRA: Well, when you put it like that— 

RALPH: I cannot think of any other way to put it. 
Again, it’s simple and as plain as the nose on your face. 
EZRA: So, you’re saying you— 


RALPH: I am not saying anything. Some things are best 
left unanswered for now. 


EZRA: You don’t trust me? 
RALPH: I don’t know you well enough yet. 


We’ll talk after you come back from your vigil, assuming 
you come back. 


Some don’t. 

EZRA: They die? 

RALPH: Not necessarily. They just don’t return. 

Some don’t return physically; some only return physically. 
EZRA: Ominous. 

RALPH: True. 

EZRA: It’s true that it’s ominous, or it’s true in general? 


RALPH: Both. You must prepare, like with any ritual; you 
must go through a period of preparation and purification. 


It depends on when you decide to go— 


EZRA: I’ve decided I’m as ready as I'll ever be. I can start 
preparing now. 


What do you suggest? 
RALPH: Practice going without a sleeping bag at night. 


Try sitting up so that, while you may doze, you'll still be 
relatively ready and at least partially awake to meet and 
greet any—spirits that may come calling— 


EZRA: You mean figuratively— 


RALPH: I mean however they choose to manifest, and 
however you choose to greet them. 


SILENCE 
EZRA: Ooooo-kay. 


RALPH: Don’t put expectations on anything if you can 
avoid doing so. 


EZRA: Ooooo-kay. 


RALPH: Also, start eating less and less as the time 
approaches. 


Try to get down to a cup of food a day. Make it as 
nutritionally dense as you can, like nuts or smoothies, but 
basically train your stomach to crave less food; then, the 
day before you go, calorie load. Eat as much food as you 
can hold. 


Likewise, deprive yourself of sleep at night, which is easy 
when you are sleeping rough, sans sleeping bag. 


Spend time at night listening deeply, looking deeply into 
the dark. 


This is about the void, and she is there, all around you; 
you only have to look. 


Don’t look into the darkness and try to interpret what 
would be there, what it would look like in the light. 


Look at it for what it is. 

Look at it as it is. 

See it for what it is. 

It’s a doorway that becomes another reality. 


You are just so trained to see and interpret through the 
light of day; you have to undo yourself. 


Listen, the forest talks at night with a different language, 
and a different speaker is at the helm. There’s a whole 
different set of stations broadcasting, and you have to 
retrain yourself to tune in. 


You know that phenomenon, where you walk through the 
woods in the dark, and you can feel the trees, you can 
actually feel the trees on your face? 


Synesthesia? 
Well, yes. 


Does that somehow invalidate the sensation as merely 
imagined? 

No, and besides, what kind of incomplete, non-holistic 
thinking does a term like “merely imagined” even signify? 


Imagination has a place as important to survival as logic 
and reasoning. 


The forest at night forces the latent sensibilities into 
action. 


What you see and hear in the forest at night triggers 
instincts that have become atrophied due to lack of use. 


The modern night is artificially lit, the shadows, the void 
are all painted over, and you and I and most everyone on 
this planet is underexposed to the magic of the deep, dark 
night, where mystery reigns supreme. 


What is over there? 


SOUND OF LEAVES RUSTLING IMPLYING RALPH IS 
MOVING ABOUT, RATHER ANIMATED 


RALPH: What? Can you see it? No? 


Then how are you going to know, how are you going to 
interact, avoid if necessary, commune if it’s salubrious? You 
must learn to see in a new way. 


The overused adage by Nietzsche: “And if thou gaze long 
into an abyss, the abyss will also gaze into thee.” 


That was Herr Friedrich, being very perceptive. 
Something gazing back at you implies sentience. 


He wasn’t just hand waving; he was, whether consciously 
or otherwise, letting us know that the void is alive and 
aware. 


The void is everywhere, even in space, but the most 
convenient form for us modern humans to access is the 
primeval darkness of the forest followed by the ocean's 
deep reaches, but that takes a little more work than 
wandering out past the borderlands. That can be as close 
and still far away as outside the perimeter glow of the 
campfire. 


SILENCE 
EZRA: I’m not ready. But I will be. 
THE RECORDINGS END HER 


Watch out for intellect, because it knows so much it knows 
nothing and leaves you hanging upside down, mouthing 


knowledge as your heart falls out of your mouth.-Anne 
Sexton 


PART 3 
THE TRIALOGUES 


THE FOLLOWING IS TRANSCRIBED FROM A SPIRAL 
NOTEBOOK THAT CONTAINED HANDWRITTEN NOTES. 
THE NOTEBOOK ACCOMPANIED THE SMARTPHONE 
THAT CONTAINED THE PRECEDING RECORDINGS FROM 
WHICH THE TRANSCRIPTS WERE DERIVED. IT APPEARS 
THAT THESE NOTES WERE WRITTEN BY EZRA DURING 
THE VIGIL THAT HE SAT IN THE FOREST AT BIG SUR. 


The vigil, what it is, and what its purpose is. 


Ralph has proposed a vigil here in the woods, and I have 
agreed to take this on. 


I do this because I sense that I am at a very pivotal point 
in my life. 

One might say that I am moving from warrior to mage. I 
know how arrogant that may sound, but I mean it in a 
purely alchemical sense. 


I can say without reservation that the first third of my life 
was very much spent as a fool. I, of course, mean fool in the 
magickal sense, so not really a derogatory term in this 
sense. 


The fool era of one’s life is the beginning of a journey, and 
therefore a certain amount of ignorance is necessary so one 
may learn the lessons of experience in their totality. 


A cup must be empty to be useful, and a fool is an empty 
cup. 

It’s like if you had never burned yourself with fire before. 

Of course, someone could describe the experience to you, 


and you might get it on a cerebral level, but would you ever 
really understand what the experience of being burned was 


in its totality? I really doubt it, and if you think so, I suggest 
you get out here in the woods with me and sit a four-day 
vigil with nothing more than a tarp and a gallon of water. 


OK, I also smuggled a small fleece blanket in the tarp, but 
as the nights are getting quite cold, I don’t see that being 
of any more use than an extra shirt. 


Oh, and I guess I have to include this little pocket 
notebook I brought along with a nub pencil stuffed in the 
Spiral. 


I’m not certain that very many of the rules of this rite are 
rigid, outside of the number of nights, the lack of food and 
shelter, and the remoteness of the location. I am, of course, 
assuming there is flexibility, but I am always looking for 
loopholes. 


Before I get to my ideas of the origins and significance of 
this rite, I’d like to describe my surroundings while I’m still 
lucid. 


I’m told that if all goes to plan, the combination of 
solitude and lack of food will produce a hallucinatory state 
wherein I may have conversations with the spirit of the 
land. 


I have had enough experience with heroic doses of 
hallucinogens that I do not doubt that I very well may see 
and hear things that I shouldn’t dismiss as mere delusions. 
Of course, these visions are brought on by a derangement 
of the senses (to borrow Rimaud’s terminology), but that 
doesn’t invalidate their importance. 


Even if it’s simply my conscious mind distracted or 
disabled enough to allow the elements of the unconscious 
to come through with clarity, that alone would be worth the 
price of the ticket. 


Now to my surroundings. 


I finally crossed that gate, the one I described in my 
audio journals. 


If, by chance, anyone reading this has not heard that 
journal, and there’s no reason to believe you have, I don’t 
want to reiterate the circumstances from which I recently 
came, so I guess this is a note to myself to include those 
journals somehow if even only a transcript of the pertinent 
facts inserted here as a footnote. 


However, this is not a book or an essay; it is a personal 
journal for now. 


It is not even a record I am supposed to be keeping, 
although I don’t recall it being expressly forbidden. It just 
feels like it may violate the essential spirit of the whole 
thing. 


If I find my conscience weight too heavy upon me 
concerning this, I will cease. 


Sorry, back to what I was describing. 


I crossed the fence that announced this as BLM land and 
followed an old logging road in the shadowed tunnel of 
trees that hung down from either side of the road, 
obviously trained from years of trucks full of logs hurtling 
up and down this path. 


From the looks of the road itself, it had been quite some 
time since this road had seen any trucks or vehicles of any 
kind. 


The further I went into the forest, the thicker the tree 
cover became, and the darker the surroundings became. 


As I progressed further, I noticed that the sounds of the 
interface zone, as I had begun to call it, faded and then 
became nonexistent. 


Of course, there were still sounds. 


Birds chirped and warbled, tree branches creaked in the 
wind like an antique rocking chair, the wind made that 
distinct white noise sound that only the wind can make, the 
occasional stone tumbled from an embankment, disturbed 
by the wind, an animal, something else? 


I kept walking. 
How far was I to go? 


There were no rules about that, only that I should go far 
and stop when I felt like the land was telling me to stop. 


After walking for a few hours, I came to a clearing, which 
looked like it was an area used to turn the trucks around. It 
had a circular, swept look to it, although nature had very 
definitely been busy reclaiming it. 


It had the feel of a crop circle that, depending on who you 
asked, was either an organic form of human art or 
something of ultraterrestrial origin. 


Either way, it started to feel like a place to stop. 


I exited the road proper and began to search for a good 
place with tree cover and a clear view of this circle. I felt it 
was important to keep this circle in my field of vision. 


Maybe I was ascribing importance to it merely because it 
stood out in such stark relief to the fractal irregularity of 
the forest. 


Maybe, but maybe it was also important. 


I soon found what I was looking for in the form of a 
Sequoia tree that had been burned in a fire in the past. 


As so often happens to giant redwoods, the fire had 
hollowed out about two-thirds of the trunk of the tree but 
had not killed the tree. 


This meant that a giant, living tree now had a small cave- 
like opening, large enough to comfortably fit a sitting 
human, with elbow room to spare. 


To top it off, this tree cave afforded a perfect view of the 
circular area of the road. 


Since the moon was going to be full during my vigil, I 
thought that this circle would be a perfect dramatic stage 
upon which my forest drama could play out. 


Add to all of this that the road forked in four directions 
just beyond this circle, and I think you can see why this 
seemed like the place of places to sit and listen for the 
whisper of wisdom that I had come seeking. 


This was the perfect location for my vigil. 


I guess this is a good a time as any to tell you, lest you 
not know, what a vigil is and what purpose it serves. 


Ralph knows about this tradition because, as speaking 
with him revealed, he is very familiar with the literature on 
shamanism and the actual techniques, having practiced 
them. 


This is the best way to know these things. 


One, have an understanding of the technique. Two, have 
experiential knowledge. One without the other is 
incomplete. 


The mythologist Martin Shaw describes a vigil as follows: 


For just a little while, we ask you to consider trading 
comfort for shelter. To ask; what does it mean to be 
dreamt rather than dream, or to be claimed by a place? 
For some of us, these are yearnings almost painful to 
contemplate. 


The wilderness vigil is something immeasurably 
ancient, and the way our ancestors tuned their ear to 
the furry emanations of the living earth. 


What does that look like? 
Four days and nights alone in the forest. 


Just like the fairy tales. 


Everywhere people are talking about the desperate 
need for a new story. I suggest that the stories worth 
attending to arise from the earth itself. We don’t need 
commentary about the earth, we need disclosures 
FROM the earth. 


The wilderness vigil is a moment when the grinding of 
your ambitions and your griefs settle into the ground of 
something far deeper. This is always the place we have 
gone to mark transition - from one stage of life to 
another. It can be difficult, wonderful, resolutely un- 
ecstatic, and absolutely life-changing. Tribal folk have 
always known it was where you go to die and get born. 
A place where big questions get asked, things bend 
their heads to die and green shoots spring up. 


Four days to maybe, just for a moment. 


This is not a teaching from a human realm. This is the 
old bones of the mountain as teacher, the swift raven 
overhead as guide. This is ancestor time. They can be 
tough instructors, but hold slow-gold-blessings in their 
beaks. 


These vigils involve a re-calibration of what some of 
us understand by the words wilder-ness_rites-of- 
passage. There has, we believe, sometimes been a little 
too much emphasis on the possible psychological 
transformation of the participant, and the wilderness 
itself as simply an encouraging backdrop as they work 
on their issues. 


We join the voices of many before us and say we 
believe it’s really about the move from the psyche that 
lives in your chest, to you dwelling within a wider 
psyche of lapwing, oak root and lightning storm. That’s 
the big move. 


We are out there to hear more than the whirring cogs 
of our own drama. 


That is the journey from dreaming to getting dreamt, 
getting claimed by a place. It’s usually a_ slow, 
sometimes difficult and often mysterious process. 
Without a long term commitment to stewarding the 
experience afterwards, it can be hard to grasp quite 
what transpired. Friends, that’s where the work begins. 
Don’t come looking for honey if you don’t want to 
become a bee. 


That’s a lot of pressure. 
OK, I’m kidding. 


But really, I am here at this remote crossroads because I 
am at a crossroads in my life. 


I am shedding my old skin and hopefully donning a new 
one made from parts of the old and new parts yet unseen. 


I now seek something more without any expectations. I 
seek a dialogue with nature, which is to say, I seek a 
dialogue with myself. 


Yes, I am aware that to many, that sounds like a 
contradictory or self-referential nonsense statement. 


This is why I don’t seek this necessary dialogue with 
someone like you. 


I seek the other, and the other only emerges when I am 
able to calm the chattering monkey in my head and make 
space for a conversation with that other. 


For the next four days, the moon will be full or full 
enough so as to functionally appear full. 


The sky will be clear, and so I should have ample light at 
night to facilitate seeing a movement of any kind. 


Of course, I must be vigilant for bears, coyotes, mountain 
lions, and other critters for the obvious reasons but also 
because, as I understand it, the other will often show up in 
the form of an animal. So I want to have a good view of that 
event should it occur. 


There is no guarantee I will be visited for any number of 
reasons, like poor preparation or distraction from intention. 


I have no expectations. 
I have no desires. 


I am here because it feels like this is where I am 
supposed to be at this time. 


I make my tree cave comfortable, I make sure my canteen 
is full of spring water, and I settle down for a four-day vigil. 


I hang a bear whistle around my neck, for what it’s 
worth. I am deep in the wilderness. So deep that I suspect 
that the whistle would be of little use for anything other 
than startling any predators that may catch my scent. Still 


I will bend a rule here and keep a daily journal. It will 
consist of one entry per day, and it will serve as a 
summation of what happened since the last journal entry 
the day before. 


My first entry will be tomorrow morning and will 
technically be day two of my vigil, the day I am writing this 
being day one. 


This is a rite of passage, no matter the immediate results. 
One way or another, I will take away something of value 
even if I have to meditate upon the experience for years to 
come to catch a glimpse of the message. 


This is me, the other, and the realm where the other 
dwells. You may say I now embark upon a trialogue. 


You may Say that this is a form of that blessed irony that 
often occurs, something so profoundly true that it makes 
you laugh because it suddenly reveals itself as simple and 
obvious, and you have to laugh at yourself for having 
missed it so far. 


Day 1 


I’ve settled into my tree cave, and I have to admit, it feels 
like I am being embraced by giant redwood arms, and it is 
comforting. 


I sit cross-legged in the recess, and from that position, I 
can see the circle in the road with only a few small bushes 
ruining what would otherwise be an unobstructed view. 


I consult my gut, and it tells me I am in the right place. 
So far, there’s not a whole lot to tell. 


I already recorded my journey here, so until I have 
something to report, I will refrain from babbling words 
merely to occupy my hands and mind. 


More as it happens— 


Morning 2 

I did something last night that I haven’t done too often in 
my life. I fell asleep while sitting upright. 

This happened just before sunrise, and it resulted in my 
hips going to sleep. 

Standing up was a major effort! However, I somehow 
managed it. 


I then walked to the circle and walked around the circle 
soaking up the sunshine and bringing my core temp back to 
the realm of the living. 


During the night, I noticed that the brown dirt circle in 
the road picked up the moonlight and acted as a light 
amplifier. 


I didn’t see anything moving in the moonlight, but I did 
hear something moving through the woods a few times. 
This is one of the reasons I sat awake all night. 


Also, I think I was excited to be on this adventure, and at 
least unconsciously, I was hoping to have some sort of 
dramatic experience my first night out. 


I know, I know. 


This is indicative of impatience and a dash of immaturity. 
Cut me some slack; I’m excited to be doing this; at the 
same time, I’m very new to this tradition, at least to the 
part where I actually do it and don’t just read about it. 


I remember reading about some fringe pagan group; I 
think they call themselves the Pagan Society of Nine Angels 
or something like that, who have as part of their initiation 
process a rite where an aspirant has to spend six months 
living in the wilderness, sans tents, sleeping bags, and 
Coleman stoves. I think a knife might be allowed. 


I recall that this group's rites were hijacked by some kind 
of UK white power organization, so be careful when 
researching this. Again, I’m assuming I have an audience 
here, but that is not certain—old habits, etc. 


Anyway, why that comes to my mind right now is, after 
only a day and a night in the wilderness, I am already tired 
and achy. 


The last meal I ate was yesterday morning, right before I 
left. I had a coffee and a sandwich at the raven store (my 
name for it). 


I’m not really hungry yet, but man, I could use some hot 
coffee. It would warm my core, lift the fog, and clear my 
blurry vision. 


If I was on the aforementioned group’s wilderness rite, at 
least I could have built a fire. Ralph, however, let me know 
in no uncertain terms that I was not to build a fire. Besides, 
that would probably alert the forest rangers since the dry 
weather has everyone here in California on edge about 
forest fires. 


This tarp, folded around me in multiple layers, seems to 
keep my body heat just high enough for me to avoid 
hypothermia. So, while it’s not an ocean overlook room at 
the Ventana Inn, it is enough to keep me alive. 


I know that this is what I am supposed to be doing, and 
while I am not holding any expectations, at least not 
consciously, I do have some secret hope. I’ve never been at 
a point in my life where I’ve needed a new life imprint and 
a new direction more than I do now. I cannot, and I will not 
go back to civilization until I have some new forms to work 
with. This is not so much a desire as a necessity. 


It’s not that I failed at life so much as I am sick and tired 
of this rut that I have dug myself into, thinking the whole 
time I was making a path for myself. 


OK, maybe at first it was about not liking the taste of 
failure in the world of humans, but you know what? I have 
learned that what was a failure on that side of the border 
was the necessary toll that was required for me to cross 
over. And I am not saying that I have crossed over, not yet 
anyway, but I am at least at the departure gate, and I would 
never have ended up here had I not lost it all, as they say. 


We must come to new conclusions about life. Not its so- 
called meaning, because that is a meaningless term. 


Meaning is a human construct, and it really means 
usefulness. 


Can you think of a more asinine idea than the one that 
says life must have some sort of utility? 


To whom? 

For what? 

To whose fucking benefit? 
How dare you? 


Is life such an abstract concept to you that all it can 
conjure in your mind is, “How can this benefit me?” 


Get over yourself. 


I will now conclude this journaling exercise, which I’m 
not even supposed to be doing anyway, but I will continue 
nevertheless because I feel compelled to. 


Fuck the rules. Right? 


Day 2 Time Unknown 


So, the time headers for these entries will just have to be 
general since I have no watch, no cell phone, and nothing 
beyond the position of the sun in the sky to inform me of 
the time of day. 


I thought I had mostly detoxed from the slow, methodical 
torture of modernity that plays to the rhythm of tick-tick- 
tick—I thought the time in the ditch had cured me of that 
fidgety feeling of, “I AM SUPPOSED TO BE DOING 
SOMETHING!” but I still have some of the residues—good 
thing I have a circle to walk around in. 


I find that walking the perimeter of the circle helps calm 
me and makes the...what? Boredom? Tedium? Just plain 
neurosis of the modern need of people to always be DOING 


SOMETHING?—it soothes whatever it is that is squirming 
in me. 


Maybe I’m also having caffeine withdrawal? 


Whatever it is, I’m walking the circle and humming tunes 
I make up or even ones that pop into my head like water 
seeping into a leaking boat. 


Jeezus. I haven’t thought about that song since I was a 
kid. Why did that suddenly seep up from the depths— 


This is probably normal. 


I just need to readjust to forest time, which in many ways, 
is a timeless space. 


I mean, time does pass here, and the evidence is in the 
growth of plants and fungus, the weathering of rocks, the 
aging of the animals—but there isn’t this collective delusion 
called time that we humans inhabit back in civilization. 


I am now pacing around the circle with my notebook and 
pencil nub in my hands, reciting names as they come to me 


Thoreau, Edward Abbey, Whitman, Kerouac, Emerson, 
Ernst Junger, Robinson fucking Jeffers! 


—I intone these names like I am performing a rite. In 
fact, I feel as if that is exactly what I am doing. 


I’m guessing it’s late afternoon, early evening by the look 
of the sunlight; how long have I been walking in this circle? 


I slow down and stumble a little as I break the cadence I 
had built up. 


I stop, and I notice that the forest has fallen silent. 
No birds, no wind, no creaking trees. 

Nothing. 

Horse Latitudes. 


I’m writing this later, not as it happened. 
I hear a voice from the woods, and it startles me. 


It’s a harsh, nasally voice with a Brooklyn accent. I 
cannot see who is talking to me. 


The voice says, “You’re not supposed to be taking notes, 
boyo.” 
I look but still cannot see anything. 


Then I catch a glimpse of two shining black eyes in a tree 
just inside the forest edge. 


I strain to see what it is, and the voice speaks again. 


“Make any Rocket Raccoon jokes, and I’ll see to it that 
one of my forest friends bites you in your sleep and gives 
you a case of the rabies.” 


I can see the source of the voice now, but my mind cannot 
wrap around the reality of what I think I am experiencing. 


The source of the voice is a raccoon sitting in a tree 
staring straight at me. 


He—it, whatever—is grinning at me with a toothsome 
smile that almost resembles a grimace or a devilish sneer. 


I didn’t actually see his mouth move when I heard the 
voice, but the animal is sitting right where the sound of the 
voice seems to have been coming from. 


I wait for more, but the raccoon simply looks at me. 


I mean, directly at me with a very definite look of self- 
awareness in its eyes. 


It then shakes its head and disappears into the thick 
foliage cover of the treetops. 


I stand stunned for several minutes, maybe frozen in 
something like caution or shock but surprisingly without a 
sense of fear. 


I never for a second considered that I was in danger, even 
if I was sort of threatened with a rabies bite. 


What I felt was more like the shame of a small child who 
had been caught with his hand in the cookie jar. I had just 
been scolded by a raccoon. 


Or had I? 
Was this Ralph playing a trick on me? 
Maybe someone else? 


No one else knows I’m here, and unless he followed me at 
a distance, even Ralph does not know exactly where I am. 


It’s only been about thirty-four or so hours since I’ve 
eaten, so isn’t it a bit early for the hallucinations? 


Had Ralph dosed my canteen with hallucinogens? 

Was I simply losing it from everything that led up to me 
being here? 

I lost it a long time ago and only now was realizing it? 

Or had I just been scolded by a raccoon? 


I needed to go sit down in my tree womb and think about 
this. 


Moments later, before I could sit down, I heard another 
voice from the trees, this time behind me, i.e., across the 
logging road from where I heard the first voice. This voice 
was feminine, scratchy, and reminiscent of a Jersey accent. 


I could not see the source of this voice. 


She/it, whoever, said: “The mycelium in_ this 
neighborhood told us you were here. We’re simply the 
scouting party. You made a commotion, so don’t be 
surprised you raised some eyebrows.” 


I paused a moment and then asked, “By my chanting?” 


There was a pause and then an answer: “Yes, but also 
your night in the tree. You’re ready for an experience. Your 
level of inner turmoil is pretty high. You sat here all night 
on a root/mycelium interface node. When we ate some 
roots this morning, it was full of the news of you.” 


I was unsure of how to answer that. 


After a few more moments of silence, I heard some 
rustling in the trees, and then the forest went silent. 


Now I need to sit down, but maybe I’ll sit somewhere else 
tonight. The idea of having a root/mycelium interface node 
probing my ass and broadcasting my disposition to god 
knows who makes me uncomfortable. 


Night of Day 2/Morning of Day 3 


It might not be cold during the day, but nighttimes here 
are downright arctic. 


OK, maybe I’m exaggerating, but only slightly. 


It gets really cold, especially in the hours preceding 
sunrise. 


I’m not supposed to build a fire as part of this vigil, but it 
sure would be nice. 


However, since I’m already breaking the rules by 
journaling, I’ll abstain from building a fire and completely 
dispensing with all traditions. 


I’m not so cold that I feel in danger of hypothermia, just 
very uncomfortable. I dressed in layers in preparation for 
sleeping rough, as the British say. 


So, my experiences yesterday are better explained in 
hindsight. 


I am confident that was Ralph or friends of his hazing me. 


I mean, really. Talking raccoons and such root/mycelium 
network interface nodes? 


Why did I take any of that seriously? 


Lack of sleep, lack of nutrition, and definitely set and 
setting. 


I give them five stars for originality. 


I am out here, a little on edge, wondering what is actually 
going to happen, wondering if I’ll succumb to the low night 
temperatures; who wouldn’t be susceptible? 


This is the perfect state for the initiation, but maybe not 
by raccoons or tree spirits or whatever that was supposed 
to be yesterday. 


I have to admit, whoever it was, has their act down pat. 
Bravo. 


I find I need to get up a few times a night to get the blood 
in my legs circulating, which alleviates the stiffness I 
experienced yesterday morning and helps with the cold. 


I did not hear any mysterious voices from the trees, so 
maybe I’m past the stage where I’m ultra-aware and, 
therefore, paranoid. 


I will go walk the circle again to warm up, and this time 
maybe I won’t chant aloud so as to attract the attention of 
gaslighters who may be lurking nearby. 


Afternoon of Day 3 
It really is peaceful here. 


The sounds I hear are trees creaking in the wind, 
birdcalls, the occasional machine-like sound of a 
woodpecker hammering a tree, branches, leaves, and nuts 
falling from the gently swaying trees. 


Once I heard what sounded like a gunshot, but I am not 
100 percent sure that’s what it was since it was faint and 
very far away. 


There’s also a bird, or at least I assume it’s a bird, that 
makes a sound like a rattle or a drum roll being performed 
on a hollow log. It’s hard to explain exactly, but it is very 
rhythmic. 


Maybe it’s a tree frog? 
Again, I’m just guessing. 


If I sit and listen to it, holding myself very still and really 
listening to it, it’s hypnotic. It puts me in a state of reverie. 


If I close my eyes and let the sunlight play upon my face, 
flashing behind the swaying branches of the trees, I see 
colors and even feel like my body is floating above the 
circle. 


No words, only feelings, and my mind drifts above 
landscapes, which I’ve never seen before except in dreams. 


I wonder if anyone else has recurring landscapes made 
up of vaguely familiar landmarks yet, none of them are 
distinctly identifiable outside of the dreamspace? 


A little of the place I lived in in 1989, some splashes of 
2004, dashes of 1975— 


A world made up of parts of memories all stitched 
together to make its own unique place that I return to, time 
and again. This landscape has a reality all its own. 


It’s real because it evokes complex emotions for me even 
if I only recall those dreams, as I am now. 


I had never accessed those feelings when I wasn’t fully 
asleep before now. 


I have heard stories about people who have recurring 
dreams, and I have not had that happen to me, but I have 
encountered landscapes and cityscapes again and again in 


my dreams, all familiar, all distinct, all completely unknown 
to me in the waking world. 


Is this similar to what Ralph was telling me about the 
night forest being a world all its own? The world touched 
by the edges of the void? 


I can see how that makes sense in dream logic. 


The lights keep that world at bay, but when the lights are 
diminished, we don’t see the actual void, but we feel more 
of its effects. 


Of course, it is not 100 percent uncut void, but it is a very 
potent, less diluted version. It is less subtle than what we 
normally experience in the day to day. 


While we’re on the subject of hallucinations, let me 
record some of the things that I experienced last night in 
the dark. 


After convincing myself that the talking raccoon episode 
was merely Ralph or a friend of his giving me a proper 
mystical set and setting, I sat back down in the tree hollow. 


It was very dark under the trees last night, while the 
circular area in the road remained lit by the moonlight. 


When I looked into the gloom beneath the tree canopy, I 
noticed I began, after some time, to see swirling low-level 
light of some type. Swirls, geometric shapes, all low 
intensity, colored, purples, greens, reds—obviously 
hypnagogic hallucinations but _ hallucinations’ are 
manifestations of the unconscious, and I am here to do the 
work of the unconscious, possibly the work of the bridge 
between the unconscious and the conscious. 


So I cannot and should not discount the so-called 
hallucinations and what they might mean. 


I saw faces as well, eventually, and they were mostly 
faces of women, green men, and even a horned man or two. 


None spoke or even seemed to acknowledge my presence. 


Maybe I was experiencing some sort of brain dump or 
archetype residual. 


Occasionally, the faintly glowing shape of an animal 
would wander across my field of vision. I recall a dragon, a 
rabbit, a stag, a bear, a wolf, a coyote— 


Other than the forest being alive with my mind projecting 
shapes via the phosphene effect on the canvas of the dark 
forest gloom, the night was uneventful. 


It was cold again, as it usually is in the dead of night in 
the higher elevations, and I was able to doze off a few times 
sitting upright in the tree cave. 


What I would give for a campfire, but that is against the 
rules, and I’m already breaking the rules by writing this. If 
I keep repeating that, it is because I am trying to justify my 
continuance of the behavior. 


Time to walk the circle and soak up the sunshine while I 
have it. 


Evening Day 3 


I’m not sure I had any kind of transcendent or 
enlightening experience last night. 


It was very otherworldly, and if it did anything, it made 
me realize that although it feels like I am not alone out 
here, I am surrounded by nature, which is alive, and I am 
surrounded by the ghost of the ancestors of this region, all 
non-human as far as I can tell. 


Clearly, loggers have been through here in the past, but 
the spirit of the land seems to have excluded them from its 
memory. Then again, maybe my mind simply excluded them 
since humans are my least favorite animals. 


I walked the circle again, and this time I chanted under 
my breath, adding a few names to the chant. I added Ted 
Kaczynski, Judi Bari, John Muir, Riane Eisler, James 
Lovelock, Rachel Carson— 


I’m not entirely certain of the purpose of these chants, 
only that I feel led to perform them and that they should 
consist of people whose names seem to fit the setting of my 
current situation. 


Reverence for nature seems to be the criteria, and they 
flow poetically, rhythmically; none of it feels thought out or 
contrived. It’s a hymn, a poem that comes straight from my 
soul and, like the invocation of gods, goddesses, and 
ancestors, I feel my unconscious is identifying and calling 
on the mythic resonance of these people and what they 
stood for. 


None of this is linear. 


It is all liminal, the path crooked by necessity, like a road 
that follows the contours of the land and ignores straight 
lines. 


We’ll get there. Maybe later rather than sooner, but if we 
take our time and drink it all in, we’ll understand why. 


The imaginal realm has a different set of rules and a 
different logic or even an antilogic, if you will. 


Antilogic, antimatter, otherworld, night realm. 


To experience in the night, to record and warm myself in 
the day. 


Not a routine. More like a loose set of rhythms, waves 
lapping onto the shore, with regularity but not the precise 
consistency of a watch. Which when you think about it 
deductively enough, even the word precision seems like a 
misnomer when the movement of the second hand is 
quantified into small enough increments. 


Perfection is a lie. 
Precision is just a word. 


Not that speed is something we should consider here, but 
it has been scientifically proven that the fastest route is not 
always a Straight line. 


Night Day 3 


I am writing this by moonlight because I want to record 
what is happening right now. 


I sat in my tree hollow or goosepen, as it is locally known, 
as soon as the sun set below the treeline. 


As I am sitting facing the circular area in the road and 
the moon is full, I have a view that is only partially impeded 
by the bushes between me and the road. 


The center of the circle is approximately twenty yards 
away from where I sit. 


I am writing this moments after the following 
occurred. 


After sitting for a few hours, I began to experience the 
low-intensity, swirling colors as I had the night before, 
complete with animal shapes and animal-human chimeras. 


The forest was mostly silent except for the occasional leaf 
or nut dropping from the canopy. 


I lapsed into a reverie and had drifted into the twilight 
state when I suddenly started awake. 


A figure had appeared, crouched in the center of the 
circle. 


It wore a flowing robe and appeared to be tall and 
slender of build. 


It grasped a gnarled wooden staff and was wearing what 
appeared to be a horse skull over its face. 


Notice that I say “it” because I am unsure of the gender 
of this figure, and I admit that I am even uncertain of its 
species. 


I say this for several reasons, but mostly I say this 
because as this figure moves, its motions are not entirely 
human. 


It moves with more stealth and grace than a human, like 
a predator. 


I consider getting up and greeting whoever this is, still 
assuming that this must be a human and probably someone 
who was working for Ralph, or maybe it is Ralph. 


The body type is similar for sure. 
That's when the figure stopped and looked right at me. 


Although I could not see the eyes of who or whatever was 
wearing the skull mask, I felt its gaze penetrate me, and 
then I heard a sound coming from the figure that I can only 
describe as a combination between a rattlesnake’s rattle 
and a woodpecker, or even reminiscent of one of those 
Vibra-slap Latin percussion instruments. 


I froze, and the figure then looked away. 


It then stood, and as it did, I saw the sleeve of the ragged 
robe it wore slip down and reveal what should have been a 
hand but, instead, was what appeared to be a large, 
birdlike claw, grasping the staff. 


It then moved toward the treeline in a weird jerky 
motion, almost like a film that had a few frames removed. 


In three jerky motions, it was gone. 


It left behind a musty, wet earth smell, like the smell of 
freshly tilled soil after a long, wet winter. 


I was frozen in both wonder and terror. 


Surely that was Ralph in some kind of get-up, and the 
erratic motions were due to my extreme mental and 
physical state. 


Right? 
Of course, but I get it. 
Putting fear into me is part of the initiative process. 


I’ve read my Mircea Eliade. In fact, wasn’t that get-up, 
minus the bird claws, reminiscent of Mari Lwyd, or any 
other of the variations of "hooded animal" traditions that 
appear throughout the world? 


I really needed to get a grip. 


Yes, of course, the theatrics are part of the process, and I 
understand that suspension of disbelief helps imprint the 
experience more indelibly, as does the physical duress and 
isolation. 


However, I also must maintain my own skepticism in 
order to not become completely unhinged and therefore 
jeopardize my well-being because I still have one more day 
and night to go, without food and, most likely, with very 
little sleep. 


Hypothermia is also a possibility and losing all sense of 
place and being could, in a very real sense, quickly become 
deadly. 


I sat and breathed through my anxiety, quieting my mind, 
feeling the adrenaline surge that the sighting had invoked 
drain away and become quiet. 


Then, in the distance, how far I cannot say but certainly a 
good distance, I heard it—an echoey, unearthly rattle in the 
night. 


It echoed through the night and rattled my soul. 


I could not rationalize the feeling it caused, no matter 
how much I listed off all the reasons for why the figure was 


most likely Ralph or one of his emissaries. 


It made sense to my rational mind why this was nothing 
but a carnival trick on the part of someone. 


However, my intuitive mind said otherwise. 
I will not be getting any sleep tonight. 


Morning Day 4 


It took me a while after the sun rose to move from my 
spot in the goosepen. 


I know, intellectually, that what I saw last night was a 
person in a costume. 


They obviously had some kind of sound device under their 
cloak or robe or whatever it was they were wearing. 


I know this in my rational mind, but my instinctive mind 
feels like it was something more. 


Isn’t this how initiation works, though? 


The shaman, in this case, being played by Ralph or a 
friend or friends of his, casts doubt, and by doing so, 
creates an irreality around the situation. 


This, in turn, leads the initiate into a state where disbelief 
is suspended. 

By doing so, the initiate, which in this case is me, is 
plunged into a neural state that is conducive to a new 
imprint. 


This imprint can be as simple as someone wanting to quit 
smoking to as complex as charting an entirely new path 
with a new identity in life. 


I know all of this cerebrally. 
But viscerally? 


My body intelligence is convinced that I encountered 
some sort of shape-shifter last night. 


Consequently, I am experiencing both fright and flight 
impulses, which are difficult to square with my belief that 
this is all an elaborately staged theater piece, put on for my 
benefit. 


I guess I should be flattered, but I cannot shake the 
instinctive alarms. 


Eventually, I crawl out of my hugging redwood and make 
my way to the sunlight in the circle. 


I have the tarp wrapped around me like a shawl, and I 
begin to walk the circle. 


I chant under my breath to help me keep a rhythm, as 
well as for other reasons that are not quite known to me. 


I incant the names I have before, and I add a few more. 
Joseph Campbell, Mircea Eliade, Carl Jung, Emil Cioran— 


I didn’t call upon these names as one might call upon a 
deity. 


I called them like one might call an ancestor. 


I called upon them not as individuals but as a part of a 
gestalt that includes ideas and mindscapes that include 
these people and in part that they have helped create. 


I called upon elders who were integral to helping me to 
learn as a young man and who, in part, pointed me down 
the road that led right here and right now. 


I acknowledged their part and, just maybe, was 
petitioning them for strength, wisdom, courage, and 
discernment. 


True, I didn’t even know a single one of these people, and 
to my knowledge, I was not related to any of them. 


I did, however, feel connected to them through the legacy 
of their ideas. It therefore felt entirely appropriate for me 
to be calling upon them now. 


Grandfathers! Take a little responsibility here for where 
your son has landed! 


This made me think, and I decided it might add some 
mythic resonance if I included some of my actual blood 
relatives to the chant. 


Charlie! Grandfather of my blood! 
Edward! Great-uncle of my blood! 
Joseph! Great-grandfather of my blood! 
Heroes all of my childhood! 


As I continued to walk desoil, clockwise, around the 
circle, I began to fall further into a trance state. 


The sun warmed my bones, which helped with the fluidity 
of my walk. 


A rhythm emerged, and my chanting became a rhythmic 
hum, originating in my center, somewhere in my solar 
plexus area, coming in a deep, resonating chant that had 
elements of melancholia, somberness, otherworldliness—if 
I slipped for a nanosecond and let myself be aware of the 
sound coming out of me, it was uncanny and did not at all 
feel like it was coming from me, but rather, it sounded 
foreign and alien. 


Like it was a sound I was picking up somewhere else and 
passing on. 


Does that sound insane? 


Maybe so, but still, it was what I sensed at the time, and 
looking back, I still stand by that assessment. 


All of a sudden, I heard a scream in the distance, echoing 
through the trees. 


It sounded like a baritone scream of—not anger, not pain 
or anguish, something else. 


If I had to describe it, I’d say it sounded like a cry of raw, 
animal, “I AM!” 


That may sound like an odd description, and to be honest, 
we’re playing a language game here. 


First of all, it did not sound human. 


So to assign an emotional range to it may be folly to 
begin with. So let me be clear. 


Whatever it was, it did not sound human. But if I had to 
say it sounded like something relatable, I would say it 
sounded like some sort of declaration of existence. 


A big, confident, “I EXIST!” 


Not aimed at me or anyone or anything in particular but 
rather to everything and everyone in general. 


Like the way I imagine a sun-god-king might feel when 
they say, “WE ARE.” 


Do I sound insane yet? 

Quite possibly. 

Whatever it was, it did not penetrate my reverie and, in 
some ways, may have acted as a response to my call. 

It felt natural. 


That is not to say that it did not also contain a sense of 
danger. 


It’s like watching a predator like a wolf or a bear from a 
safe distance. Beautiful to observe from a position of safety, 
still quite deadly when viewed too closely. 


I wasn’t about to go looking for whatever had made that 
unearthly roar. 


I slowly stopped circling and sat down upon the warm 
earth in the center of the circle. 


I think it was then that I decided that I would spend 
tonight, the final night of my vigil, right there in the center 
of the circle. 


If my handlers were going to return, I would confront 
them as openly and as brazenly as possible. 


Yes, I wanted to experience it, but I also wanted to face it 
as genuinely as possible—face to face, toe to toe, eye to 
eye. 


That would up the ante, and maybe, just maybe, I would 
have an extreme and genuine experience capable of 
penetrating this cloak of rationale that enveloped me and 
possibly was impeding my ability to slip all the way into a 
state where disbelief is suspended. 


I sit and warm myself in the sun, leaning back and 
allowing the sunlight to fall upon my closed eyelids, filling 
my eyes with a golden, endless field of light. 


I am reminded of the experience known as “the clear 
light” that people experience under the influence of good 
LSD. 


I myself had experienced that phenomenon before. It felt 
good, and it conjured a slight reminiscence of coming on to 
and being high on good, clean acid and the feeling of 
homecoming that I have always associated with that. 


There’s really no other way to describe it. It felt like 
coming home. 


That’s what I felt as I leaned my head back and allowed 
the sunlight to penetrate my eyes through the closed lids. 


I looked, if you can call it that, into the void that had 
magnitude without substance, and then I fell asleep in that 
position for an undetermined amount of time. 


When I woke up, the sun had moved position, and it was 
early afternoon. The birds chirped, the wind moved gently 
in the tree canopy. 


I was still sitting upright, in the sand, cross-legged, and 
not as stiff as one might imagine considering the 
circumstance. 


I stretched my arms, heard the satisfying pop of a few 
vertebrae, and stretched my back and upper body a bit. 


That’s when it caught my eye. 


Before me, scrawled in the dust, was a message, etched 
in big block letters. It read: 


Gone to Croatan. 


Two Weeks Later 
I’m still not sure of the date. 


I only know that I haven’t, until now, felt like I could or 
even should share what happened on the fourth and final 
night of my vigil. 


Right, I’m sure you’re calling bullshit right about now. I 
know I would. 


The truth of the matter is, I’m still not sure I will ever 
share this with anyone, yet I still feel compelled to write it 
down. 


Maybe so I can revisit it in the future and, using the 
benefit of time and hindsight, make some kind of sense or a 
different kind of sense than the one I am making in my 
head right now. 


As I see it, right here and right now, what happened to 
me on the fourth night was real. 


I didn’t imagine it; it wasn’t a hallucination or a delusion. 
It wasn’t the result of lack of sleep and nutrition, although 


that extreme state allowed me to enter into the proper 
frequency to have the communication that I had. 


You may think that explanation does not necessarily 
exclude the possibility of what I am about to tell you as 
being the product of a deranged mind. 


Is derangement a solid reason for the dismissal of an 
experience? Rimbaud might disagree with you. 


Shamans around the planet have used derangement for 
thousands and thousands of years as a method to achieve a 
clear channel for communication via a liminal space. 


Who am I even talking to here? Am I delusional in 
delivering a monologue for you, whoever you are, that is 
reading this in the future? 


OK, I really don’t need to twist my consciousness back 
into a pretzel thinking about a night that twisted my 
consciousness into a pretzel. 


Where to begin? 

Maybe I’ll look back at where I left off. 
The writing on the ground, right? 

The unearthly scream? 


You would think those two events would have unnerved 
me, but they did not. 


I will admit, I did experience a heightened sense of— 
alert, awareness, for lack of better words. 


I was in the moment, but I did not experience any fight or 
flight signals. 


These things that on any other day might seem out of 
place and, therefore, trigger a defensive response, seemed 
natural, as natural as a summer breeze or a splashing fish 
in a stream. 


The surreal and the parareal now just seemed 
commonplace. 


I don’t want to tease it apart too much because it feels 
like that would somehow make it something else, and I’m 
pretty content with what it is in my mind as it is. 


Have you ever read The Third Mind, by William S. 
Burroughs and Brion Gysin? 


There’s this phenomenon that occurs when two minds 
merge and a third, seemingly independent mind arises from 
the resonance of the two original minds working in unison 
—in the zone. 


This is what happened to me in the forest. 


I relaxed, opened up to the second mind, that 
unexplainable presence in the forest that was circling 
around me attracted because I had sung the song and 
called it forth. 


It showed itself in the circle, so I had a visual reference. 
It let me hear one of its voices. Then it let me hear its cry of 
| AM!” 


This is like the difference between using a speaking voice 
and using what ritual magicians would call the great voice. 


One is communicative, the other declarative. 
Iam. 

I exist. 

I am not merely a projection on your part. 

I am that, but Iam more than that. 

I straddle the worlds of objective and subjective. 
I am both an archetype and an object. 


There is a place, a space in the unconscious where the 
imaginal can cross over with the mundane. 


For obvious reasons, we can’t, or at least don’t always 
have access to it. Pragmatically speaking, it is not a place 
we can inhabit fully for extended periods of time and 
survive, physically. 


Get in, get what you need, get out. 


You may have to sit with whatever it is you bring back for 
a long time before you completely understand its 
significance. You may never fully comprehend its meaning. 


That’s OK, too. 


So there I was, sitting in the forest, clearly in a 
dissociative state and feeling grand when I felt the mind of 
the other wake up inside my head. 


Oh, hello. 


Now, I may have some difficulty describing all of this, and 
I may use what seems like too many words in attempting to 
do so, but I want to ask for your patience as I attempt to 
describe something with words that, by its very nature, 
defies being described with words. 


One might say it is beyond language, or maybe it can only 
be described in protolanguage. 


You’ve probably heard the old “invisible boats” story. 


The story goes that early explorers noticed that natives 
they encountered seemed non-plussed by the appearance of 
large sailing ships off their shores. Of course, the explorers 
concluded that this was due to the ships not being in the 
native’s mental lexicon, making them invisible to the native 
until they were integrated and then recognizable. 


While this makes for a nice little new age parable, it is 
most likely not entirely true. There's a more obvious 
answer for the odd times when ships didn't spur a reaction 
from people on the shore. 


True, we can't disprove the extraordinary notion that the 
ships were indeed invisible. 


However, a more pragmatic explanation is that the 
natives were living on the edge of survival and that 
anything that wasn't a threat or didn't contribute to their 
well-being could be safely ignored. 


That in itself is a form of invisibility, is it not? So, in a 
sense, it’s the same phenomena, explained with a more 
likely cause. 


Whichever explanation you decide to go with, I brought it 
up because what I am attempting to do here is describe a 
large sailing ship without having the idea of a large sailing 
ship clearly defined in my mind. 


In fact, the more proper analogy would be if I saw a large 
sailing ship for the first time, fleetingly, and you were to 
ask me what it was. 


God only knows what kind of linguistic mangling I might 
commit in the attempted explanation. 


So, now that you’re properly prepared, let me try and 
describe what happened to me. 


Afternoon Day 4 


At first, when I awoke in the circle, I had no memory of 
what had happened since the last time I remember being 
Conscious. 


Then, slowly, it began to come back. 


I remember zoning out to the sunlight through my 
eyelids. Something I had not taken the time to do since I 
was a Child. 


I recall hearing a tinkling sound, like a bunch of tiny 
chimes, not clear, not near but not far. 


Then I recall hearing music, like a group of violins, 
chimes, and bright yet tiny horns. I felt a lifting up, a 


sensation of floating up slowly. 
Then I heard a chorus of tiny voices saying, “Welcome.” 
It goes dark after that. 


Patchy snatches of conversations but more like dream 
conversations. You know the kind I mean? 


The kind of dream conversations where you talk to a 
constantly morphing person/entity/animal/parent/friend/ex- 
lover/inanimate object? 


The subjects of those conversations always seem to make 
sense in the dream at the time, but if you can recall them 
after waking, they don’t seem to have enough logic to hang 
a framework of meaning on. Yet, emotionally, they linger 
and affect. 


I once fell in love with a woman who, in the waking life, I 
had never considered romantically. Yet, due to one of these 
conversations with her in a dream, I awoke with a deep 
tugging on my heart like I had never felt before. 


It wasn’t even the content of the conversation per se that 
caused these feelings. It was the symbology. If I described 
it, you would not see the connection. Emotionally, however, 
my heart was moved in ways I have rarely been moved 
before. 


But I digress, which I am sure I have done a lot of in 
these notes and will do a lot more of, so, fair warning, 
buckle up. 


So, trees and coyotes and ravens and rocks and streams, 
a gentle breeze, and I all had a long conversation that 
would only make sense when filtered through right-brained 
intuitive facilities, and then it would only make sense in a 
non-verbal way. 


What I can recall next, so far, is waking up, still in the 
circle with an ominous message scrawled in the dust before 


me. I think I’ve already written about that. 
I wondered if that was it. 
Was that my takeaway from this vigil? 


It was clearly something that I would have to ponder for a 
very long time on this side of the wyrd divide to deduce any 
meaning from. It is questionable that any meaning may be 
forthcoming, ever. 


As I’ve just babbled and spewed, meaning in any rational 
sense is rarely an element that arises from these kinds of 
encounters. 


What now? 


Well, I had a strange feeling that there was something I 
was supposed to be doing and that I was forgetting, but 
that’s really not surprising at this point; I think you can 
agree. 


So, with no clear direction, I stretched my leg muscles 
while continuing to sit. 


I noticed the sun was lower than I had originally judged 
upon waking. It was, in fact, getting relatively close to 
sundown. 


So, this was it. My final night, and then? 
It’s right at that point I remembered what I had been 
forgetting. 


I was supposed to leave a fresh stone at a designated 
point up the road from here so that Ralph or one of his 
friends, I’m assuming he had help with the theatrics, could 
see that I am still alive. 


I had completely forgotten to do this during this entire 
experience. 


Well, no one had come looking for me. Did that also mean 
that someone knew I was alive, and so it was safe to 


assume I had been handled during this entire affair? 
Well, maybe not. 


Maybe people had heard my frantic chanting when they 
came to check and had taken that as evidence that I was 
still alive. 


Another possibility is that no one was checking or that no 
one cared that I was MIA. This was definitely something I 
would be asking Ralph about when I returned. 


I am reminded of the Japanese forest, called Aokigahara, 
or “sea of trees.” 


It is a forest on the slopes of Mount Fuji that is notorious 
for two things. 


One, most recently, for the large number of suicides that 
occur there, hence its other nickname, “suicide forest.” 


No one is quite certain why that region is such a beacon 
for people undergoing distress, but it is littered with bodies 
and debris from people sitting vigils as they contemplate 
their fate and confirm their resolve to shuffle off this mortal 
coil. 


Videos I saw on YouTube of the bodies and debris 
reminded me of the frozen bodies on Everest that have 
become landmarks used as indicators of how high you are 
and how much longer you have to go on the ascent. These 
failed climbers have become one with the landscape that 
they hoped to conquer but instead were conquered and 
assimilated by. 


The second and less-known thing that Aokigahara is 
infamous for may or may not be a local legend. It may also 
be a local legend based on truths, depending on who you 
ask. 


Aokigahara is rumored to be haunted by either the ghosts 
of the suicides or the ghosts of the elderly that were left 


there by their families to expire. Or both. 


This second source of ghosts goes back in time and is 
attributed to poor families discarding their weak and frail 
elders, who were no longer able to contribute to the 
upkeep of the household through money or labor at 
Aokigahara. 


The Japanese say these elders are angry at humanity for 
considering them discardable and are “angry ghosts.” 


Why does this suddenly pop into my mind? 


I’m not sure, but maybe because I feel like I could qualify 
for both of these categories. I feel discarded because of my 
age. 


I also must admit, as much as I don’t want to, that I may 
have come here, originally at least, to contemplate my 
demise. 


Ugh. OK, enough of that. 


Jesus, objective, subjective, am I really having this 
conversation in my head right now and not just flowing 
with the experience? 


Everybody from Freud to Regardie recommended not to 
examine these kinds of incidents too soon after they occur. 


Even vigil guides tell you not to talk about what happens 
on your sit too soon. Here I am, verbalizing the fuck out of 
it. 

OK, sit up, deep breath, straighten spine but not too 
uncomfortably—close my eyes, breathe, open my eyes— 


And there it sat, about ten feet away, squatting and facing 
me. 


It made a low trilling sound, like a cross between a 
purring cat and some sort of cooing dove, with some 
reptilian influences floating in the mix. 


I didn’t move. 


The thing tilted its horse skull-covered face sideways as 
if pondering me or watching to see if I would move. 


I did not move. 


I wouldn’t say I was terrified, but rather, I was frozen in 
place by the sound. 


I was frozen. 
Like the paralysis people report as a result of tiger roars. 


The sound was both unnerving and somehow soothing. It 
had the power to paralyze, and so paralyzed I was. 


The figure moved its staff forward a few feet and then 
effortlessly advanced forward, bringing it closer to my 
position. 


I could smell it now—a smell like moss and wet earth — 
not foul or rancid but earthy. 
It stopped when it was within five feet of me. 


Then it leaned back its head rather dramatically and let 
out that scream. The same one I had heard before. 


This time it was happening right in front of me, and it 
was loud. It rattled my chest; my vision swam, I become 
woozy, I almost passed out. 


Then it stopped as suddenly as it had begun. 


I heard and even felt a whisper in my ear. It was the voice 
of a little girl. 


I felt the tickle of her breath on my ear, and I caught a 
glimpse of her out of the corner of my eye. 


I felt a sharp jab in my ribs, apparently by the little girl, 
holding her fingers in a knife hand position as it’s known in 
some martial arts while whispering in my ear, “Wake up!” 


At exactly that moment, I looked back at the horse skull- 
wearing figure and noticed it had moved closer and was 
now extending a bird claw-like hand in my direction at 
head level. 


I noticed the long, black, curved nail that extended off the 
protruding finger, and I recall thinking something along the 
lines of, “That’s not a prosthetic or a costume—” 


The word dinosaur flashed across my mind. 


I saw and felt the long claw tap me, right on the 
forehead. Dead center. About one inch above my brow line. 


At the instant of contact, my vision went blinding bright, 
like I was witnessing a nuclear blast. 


For an instant, I heard strains of Manfred Mann’s version 
of Springsteen’s “Blinded by the Light.” 


I remember thinking, “Really?” I was a bit taken aback by 
the cheezy song selection, my mind or some force had 
selected. 


Then, suddenly, the song faded, and everything went 
dark. 


I hadn’t lost consciousness. 
I was in total, impenetrable darkness. 


I was enveloped by a smell, the smell, of the other. That 
dank, wet earth, musty leaves smell that followed the horse 
skull wearer around. 


Had I gone blind? 
No, I was somewhere else now. 
I was no longer in the circle. 


I blindly groped around me, and I could feel—moist soil? I 
felt dirt falling on my head from a ceiling above me, which I 
could now feel with my hands. 


At least I thought it was dirt. I felt a wall in front of me 
that felt like moist soil. Below me, and on every side, all felt 
like freshly dug dirt walls. I was in a box of dirt or, more 
precisely, and more likely, a grave. 


Stopping and taking a breath of the loamy air, I 
concluded that since the dirt was falling on my head from 
above, that was most likely the way up and, hopefully, out. 


The earth was soft, so instead of wondering where I was 
or how I had got here, I concentrated on getting out. 


Looking back on this, I see that is what I usually do ina 
crisis. I compartmentalize; I focus on taking care of the 
immediate situation. 


Later, when I am clear of any danger, I soak it all in and 
have the necessary trauma reaction when it is safe or safer 
to do so. 


I have always done this instinctively. It served me well 
during the multiple natural disasters I have lived through 
over the years as a resident of the great mudslide, 
earthquake, and forest fire capital of the world, known as 
California. 


Digging my hand into the soil above me, I scooped and 
thrust and punched. I kept standing upright as I dug and 
clawed my way upward. I was holding my breath as I went 
so as not to swallow too much earth. 


It was several minutes, which felt like hours, before I felt 
my hand no longer meeting resistance. Seconds later, I was 
up and out onto the forest floor. 


It was dark, but the moon shone brightly. I was not in a 
part of the forest I recognized. Hell, considering what had 
just happened, who’s to say I was even in the same forest? 


I lay on the unfamiliar forest floor and gasped like a fish 
out of water. So many things flashed through my mind but 


oddly not the question you would think would be front and 
center, all things considered. 


Where was I, and what had just happened? 


As I look back, I am _ quite sure that I was 
compartmentalizing in order to preserve my sanity. 


I would undoubtedly be processing this later, but right 
now, all my survival instincts were in overdrive. 


Luckily, I’m one of those people who acts instead of 
curling up in a fetal position. This tendency usually serves 
me unless I am with a group, and then I am usually 
perceived as some kind of leader, which I am not, and I 
reject any such notions. 


You have to like humans, in general, to want to assist a 
group of them out of harm's way. I just don’t like humans as 
a species or even as a concept enough to accept that role. 


With my breath returning and my eyes adjusting to the 
new light levels, I began to take stock of my surroundings. 


I was in a forest, not unlike the one that I had been 
somehow transported from, although the terrain did not 
look familiar. 


I slowly stood up and got a better look in the moonlight. 


I remember a swift thought of, “I must have been 
drugged or tased—” that began before I cut it off. 


Not now. Later. 


My eyes further adjusted to the gloom, and that’s when I 
began to notice some kind of ethereal glow in clumps all 
around me. 


The clumps were evenly scattered in a circle. All were at 
the same relative distance from where I stood, next to the 
still-open hole I had just emerged from. 


Four of the clumps were denser and brighter, and they 
each marked a quarter of the circle. 


It was then that I heard what sounded like tiny chimes 
coming from the direction of one of the denser clumps. If 
my sense of direction, based on the moon’s position, was 
correct, it would be coming from the east. 


I knew I had traveled in a relatively easterly direction 
from the camp near the store, so if I was still in the same 
forest, I only needed to travel west to eventually come out 
near my point of origin. 


This, of course, assumed I was, in fact, in the same forest 
at all or even anywhere at all. 


This was the fourth night, and technically I had to spend 
this night in the forest as part of the vigil. So, if I spent the 
night making my way back to my camp spot across from 
the restaurant, that still counted, right? 


Quite frankly, even though I wasn’t admitting it to myself, 
I was freaked out, and I was done with this snipe hunt. 


I was sure I would be in for a ribbing from Ralph and his 
accomplices when I got back. I no longer cared. I would 
deal with that when the time came. For now, I was leaving 
this hazing event. 


It was then that I noticed the smell. It was fragrant, nutty, 
and it triggered my salivary glands. 


On a stump five feet to my right, illuminated perfectly in 
the moonlight, was a shiny black plate, gleaming like 
polished obsidian. 


On the plate was a steaming stack of pancakes. 


Now, if you recall, I had not eaten for four days. Smelling 
those pancakes at this point in my fasting phase made me 
realize why cartoons depict smells as enticing serpentine 


vapors, capable of lifting the experiencer into the air and 
seducing them forward— 


I closed my eyes. Wasn’t there something about not 
eating food that is offered in these situations? Something— 


My stomach growled. My salivary glands were in 
overdrive. Yet some instinct screamed, “Don’t!” 


I slowed my breathing, focused on being here, now. 


The ravenous hunger subsided—the enticing aroma 
dissipated. 


I opened my eyes. 


The pancakes, the plate they were on, and the stump that 
it had all rested on were gone. 


I heard a chorus of laughter, similar to the elvin laughs 
used by Bowie in his song “The Bewley Brothers” from his 
album Hunky Dory. Another chorus of laughter that it 

brings to mind, in retrospect, is the opening for the 
podcast “Chapo Trap House.” 


The laughing stopped as suddenly as it had started. 
Alright, you know what? Someone is fucking with me. 


Someone has put a lot of time and energy into staging 
this grand illusion for my benefit. 


The question for most people right now would be, why? 
But I have experienced some sick individuals in my time, 
and one thing I have learned is many of them don’t need a 
reason, or if there is a reason, it is one so abstract and 
insane as to be tantamount to no reason at all. 


I can only assume at this point that a slew of stage 
magicians, special effects technicians, psychologists, and 
god knows who else have been roped into this event. 


I mean, didn’t I hear that a lot of people from places like 
ILM live in the hills around Big Sur? 


If this isn’t the case, then all I can assume is that I am in 
the grips of something like the fae folk, and that’s just too 
much to absorb and continue functioning. I’m not ready to 
surrender to that notion just yet, because I am in the 
middle of nowhere, without a clear sense of where exactly I 
am in relation to where I came from. 


Walk west. 
That’s what I have right now. 
Walk west. 


I look around and notice the glowing lumps have 
disappeared. OK, whatever that was, it seems to be gone. 


Also, and I know this is going to sound woo-woo, but I 
don’t feel a presence anymore. 


Ever since I emerged from my underground cell, I had 
felt—something. Like the phenomenon of knowing you are 
being watched without really having empirical evidence of 
it. That’s as much as I can explain it, but whatever it was, 
the feeling was gone. 


Maybe I had passed some kind of test when I refused to 
break my fast with those oh-so-tempting pancakes. OK, 
time to stop thinking of pancakes and move back toward 
home base and hopefully get my bearings. 


So I began walking west. 


Luckily, the moonlight sufficiently lit my path as I made 
my way through the trees. About thirty minutes into my 
walk, I could see the ribbon of a dirt road ahead, glowing in 
the moonlight. 


Then I saw the circle. I was back to my starting point. 
This filled me with relief because all I had to do now was 
follow the road back the way I arrived, and I would be back 
at the bakery. 


I sat down next to my goosepen, i.e., the hollow in the 
redwood, and cleared my mind. 


OK, technically, I will not have completed this vigil until 
dawn tomorrow. 


I was not sure what time it was since I am not sure how 
long I was out or if I was even out at all. However, I should 
assume I was; otherwise, how had I ended up buried in the 
woods? 


OK, I was not going to let these fuckers, whoever they 
were, haze me out of finishing this quest. 


I wouldn’t give them the satisfaction. I can be very 
stubborn like that. 


I would finish my last night, sitting in the circle, upright 
and visible for all the little pranksters to see. 


If anyone creeps into the circle and reaches for me, I will 
throw hands. They will discover I am not that easy. 


Fool me once— 


I got up on achy legs and walked over to the center of the 
circle. I slowly lowered myself into a half-lotus position and 
began the process of waiting for the sun. 


After I had been sitting there for about five minutes, I 
noticed a weird, crackling noise coming from above the 
tree line. It sounded like frying bacon and static with 
undertones of a sound like metal shavings being shaken in 
a can. 


Then it stopped. 


Then immediately, the circle was flooded with bright light 
from above, blinding, warm, and painful to the optic 
nerves. 


I instinctively shut my eyes and then lost consciousness. 


At least, I assume I did because I have no memory beyond 
that point until later when I awoke to Ralph shaking me 
and asking if I was OK. 


I rolled over in the road and looked around. 
A few things had changed. 


I was not in the circle anymore but was about a mile west 
of the circle, although I recognized that I was on the same 
road. 


I also was naked, dirty, and bruised. I sat up and 
instinctively pulled my legs up to my chest. 


“What the fuck?” I asked no one in particular. 


“IT came to walk you out and found you here,” Ralph 
replied, assuming I was talking to him. 


There was no reason for him to assume I wasn’t since it 
was only the two of us. I had, however, addressed the 
question to the world in general. 


“Why didn’t you come earlier when you noticed I wasn’t 
leaving the stones?” I asked. 


“What?” he replied, with a puzzled expression on his 
face. “I found the stones every day. A different one every 
day on the log, just as we agreed,” he finished. 


“Huh,” was all I said, still not looking directly at him. 


“Are you Saying you didn’t leave them?” he asked with a 
note of concern in his voice. 


“I—” I began and then took a long pause. “Why don’t you 
tell me?” I finished my thought, and then I stood up. 


Ralph looked away, and then he loosened a flannel shirt 
that was tied around his waist by the sleeves. 


“Here,” he said as he handed it to me. 
I tied it around my waist. 


“Where are my clothes?” I asked, obviously annoyed. 


I looked up and noticed Ralph was no longer listening to 
me. He was intently examining something on the shoulder 
of the logging road. 


As pissed off as I was, I was also intrigued. I walked over 
and looked in the direction of Ralph’s gaze. 


Ralph slowly raised his hand and pointed at a section of 
the mound that lined the road, left over from when the road 
was originally dozed and graded. 


My eyes followed Ralph’s pointing finger and saw a set of 
footprints leading away from the road into the woods. 
Initially, I thought they might be mine since they were 
barefoot human prints, but then I noticed something was— 
off. These prints were—huge. If I had to guess, I’d say 
they were a size 25. 


Enormous. 
Iam amen’s size 9. 


Then I became really angry. I spun around and pointed 
my finger at Ralph. 


“This can end now. OK? I’m done with this game.” 


I twirled around on my heel and began walking up the 
road, back to my campsite in the ditch. 


Back to my clothes and, yes, back to a road where I could 
hitch a ride out of here to-where? Anywhere but here. 


I glanced back over my shoulder. 


Ralph looked hurt. “I did not make those,” he said very 
matter of factly. 


“T did not make those,” he said one more time as if to 
underline the statement. 


I stopped walking and turned to face him. 


“You are telling me those prints weren’t left by you or any 
of your friends?” I said, very sternly. 


“No. I give you my word,” he said solemnly. 
That gave me pause. 


I had grown to know Ralph pretty well over the time I 
spent in the ditch, preparing for my vigil. At least I think I 
got to know him. 


I did observe that he did not lie, at least not to me in the 
time I had known him. 


Again, how many times have I thought I knew someone 
only to be given the Ides of March treatment? 


“Et tu, Brute?” 

We both stood looking at each other in silence for what 
seemed like an eternity. 

“OK.” I finally broke the silence. “OK, say I buy that. 
What or who would you say left those prints?” 


Ralph looked at me; his eyes wandered around my 
disheveled self. 


“Something or someone left those there, but maybe it has 
nothing to do with you?” he said slowly. 


That had not occurred to me. 


I assumed that because Ralph noticed the prints first, he 
had had some part in placing them there for my benefit and 
his pointing them out was all part of the show. 


I would settle on the option that they had nothing to do 
with me. 


I won’t even say what the other options implied. It was 
too insane, and right now, I could use just a little less 
insane. 


Ralph spoke again, warily, gently, as you would to 
someone who had just had an accident. 


“What do you remember?” 

I stopped and thought about it. Good question. What did I 
remember? 

“Shouldn’t I not be talking about this right now?” I said 
unsteadily. 

“Is your vigil over?” he asked, still speaking in a low, even 
tone. 

I thought about that. I finally answered him. 

“Yeah, fuck it. It’s over.” 

“OK, then keep it to yourself for now. However, I will tell 


you from experience that what seems lost right now will 
return; you will remember, and then the work will begin.” 


I thought he was patronizing me or bullshitting me, but I 
also wanted to go get some clothes, and that part of me 
didn’t care which it was or if it was something else. 


As much as I hate to admit it, I was self-conscious and 
uncomfortable in my current state of undress. 


Plus, I wanted to go get some pancakes at the bakery. 


I was pretty sure I had an unused gift card in my pack, 
and it still had a $20 balance on it. 


Pancakes. 


Yes, pancakes, with butter and maybe some honey. No 
syrup for me. No bananas, no_ blueberries, just 
straightforward, hot, unadulterated pancakes, swimming in 
butter and maybe some honey. 


For now, fuck it. 


I didn’t need to think about this right now. I would have 
some hot, fresh pancakes and sort this later. 


I would later discover that Ralph did indeed know what 
he was talking about. It would all come back to me, and 
that would initiate a domino effect. 


But for now, we simply started walking down the road 
together in silence, bound for the ditch camp, my spare 
clothes, and some hot pancakes. 


FPILOGUE 


It has now been two months since I returned from that 
road, dirty, naked, and disheveled, both inside and out. I 
have sat silent this long for several reasons. 


First, I wanted to absorb what happened in an attempt to 
make sense of it and also to follow the rules of the vigil, 
which is to allow the experience to marinate before 
attempting to verbalize it. 


This series of events that occurred, is something that has 
no philosophical language to describe it. Something so raw 
and primal that no language can contain or encapsulate it. 


Second, I wanted to leave the ditch and make my way 
farther south, as the temperature was beginning to dip. 


My plan was to find a town with a homeless shelter and 
then attempt to get some kind of job that would allow me to 
roll up a grubstake and, from there, assess my situation 
and make my next moves. 


I also stayed silent because I was unsure if I ever wanted 
this account to be seen by anyone besides me. 


After some thought, I finally came to a conclusion that as 
hard as it will be to explain—and, in some cases, virtually 
impossible—a few people out there may be able to 
understand what it is I am trying to communicate, and in 
doing so, make some kind of contact of their own. 


But more on that later. 


It was amazing in retrospect that such liminal events 
would result in me recentering and becoming very 
methodical and pragmatic. 


But that is what happened and at least in the near-term is 
what was required for me to assimilate back into society. 


So I will try to relay what came after I was found on the 
logging road and what, if anything, I can relate about what 
the events of that winter taught me. 


As you already know, Ralph found me on the logging 
road, and I was completely unaware of how I had arrived 
there or what had occurred after I was flooded with white 
light in the circle. 


While I now know more, I still can't say what happened in 
any kind of linear, logical order. 


Listening to my audio logs and reading my journal notes 
from the vigil, I see myself struggling to put into words that 
which is ineffable. 


In my struggle to describe what is indescribable in words, 
I see that I often lapse into pleonasm, and therefore, I may 
be doing more harm than good. Bear with me. I really am 
trying. 

I got back to the ditch camp, pulled out some clean, warm 
clothes, and fished out the gift card I had stashed in a 
pocket of my spare pants. 


I immediately trudged across the road to the bakery and 
asked if they had pancakes. 


The person working behind the bar said they did not but 
asked if I was Ralph’s friend. 


Ralph had hung back, saying he had work to do in the 
garden, but I suspected he had excused himself in order to 
give me some space. Or maybe I had hurt his feelings by 
accusing him of orchestrating my experiences as some kind 
of sick joke. 


Either way, he was not here, and I paused before 
answering the waitperson. 


Was Ralph my friend? 
Good question. 


Well, at least for the sake of pancakes, I could forestall 
this uncertainty. 


“Yes,” I answered, looking the person straight in the eyes. 


“OK,” they replied, “for you, I think we can whip some up. 
I’ll just charge you for an order of toast. Is that OK?” 


I was ecstatic. 
“Yes, thank you!” I gushed. 


“OK,” the waitperson continued, “but we don’t have any 
syrup. We have butter and honey—” 


“That’s fine,” I interrupted. “I don’t like syrup anyway.” 


“Alright,” they said with a smile, “then it’s settled.” And 
they withdrew to the rear of the house to prepare the order. 


That day, I ate the best tall stack of pancakes that I think 
I have ever had and possibly ever will have. 


Later, I started gathering up my gear, and I heard 
slushing through the leaves behind me. 


Ralph emerged into the opening and stood looking at 
what I was doing. 


“Going somewhere?” he asked. 


“Yeah, I thought I’d hitchhike south and maybe try my 
luck in San Luis Obispo.” 


Then we both stood silently. 
Ralph then spoke softly. 


“Yes, that is a good idea. There is a day center there, 
which will let you get a shower and use their Wi-Fi. They 
also have a job center there. Are you a veteran?” 


“As it turns out, I am,” I answered. 


“Good,” he continued, “they’re very big on programs for 
veterans down on their luck.” 


“T’ll need to figure out where to go to get a ride,” I said, 
continuing to pack. 


I sucked at goodbyes, always had. 

“Look—” Ralph began. 

“You don’t have to.” I cut him off. “I know it wasn’t you.” 
I straightened up and looked at him directly. 

“I’m not even sure why I thought it was—" 


“Because that makes logical sense. You’re going to 
attempt to make logical sense of it all until either you 
convince yourself of some kind of logical explanation, 
which won’t be wrong if you accept it as such,” he said. 


“Or you accept that the absurdity doesn’t negate the 
validity,” he finished. 

“Yeah, that makes a kind of intuitive sense, but I need 
some time—” I said, returning to my packing. 

After a minute of silence, Ralph said, “Wait here, I might 
be able to get you a ride.” And then he strode through the 
trees with a purpose to his walk. 

Minutes later, he returned with a smile on his face. 


“Pete,” he said, pointing to the small gas station kiosk 
across the road. 


“Pete?” I asked. 


“Pete lives in Salinas. I know it seems counterintuitive to 
go back north to go south, but it will be much easier to get 
a ride on the 101 to SLO than it would to get a ride down 
the 1. I know, I’ve done it several times, and usually, I can 
catch a ride straight to SLO from Salinas.” 


He was using the nickname for San Luis Obispo that most 
central coast people used. 


“He knows about this?” I asked. “Pete, I mean?” 


“Yes, he’s off in an hour and will give you a ride,” Ralph 
answered. 


“OK,” I said. “I can Google that day center?” 


“Yes, I don’t know the name, but when you get to Salinas, 
you should have 3G there at least. You can Google San Luis 
Obispo Day Center. That’s what my friend did for me. I 
think it was on—Prado Road? I’m pretty sure,” he replied. 


So, without belaboring this story with too many details, I 
did indeed get dropped off on an on-ramp to the 101 South 
by Pete. 


I almost immediately got a ride from a man headed to 
SLO who even offered to take me to the day center. 


This man, whose name I have forgotten, was a Muslim 
prison minister. 


We did have a fascinating conversation about prison 
ministries on the trip, which made the time pass quickly. 
He didn’t proselytize me, which I appreciated. 


He left me at the center with a brand new copy of the 
Quran. 


At the day center, I was able to grab a shower and receive 
a referral to the shelter where I got a bed for two weeks. 


I almost immediately found a very well-paying job 
through the veterans’ job-referral program. 


At the same time, I befriended the Veterans Affairs 
administrator at the job center, and he enrolled me in a 
program that gave me the first month and the deposit for a 
studio apartment. 


Another program procured some used furniture and 
kitchenware. 


I was able to get a reduced rate on my utilities and my 
Internet connection through another program. 


I filled my shelves from a food bank to last me until I 
received my first paycheck from the University, where I was 
teaching IT courses. 


This all happened in the space of two weeks. 


I called Ralph when I first arrived in SLO and to tell him I 
had found a bed and shower, as he had indicated I would. 


He was not available, but the person at the café who took 
the call remembered me and promised to pass along my 
message that all was well. 


A few weeks later, after I was settled in to my new digs, I 
tried to call Ralph again but was told that he had 
mysteriously moved out. 


He had apparently just folded his tent, packed up, and 
left in the middle of the night. No forwarding address, no 
note, just—vanished. 


I wasn't sure what to make of Ralph’s disappearance, but 
for some reason, it didn’t bother me too much. 


I know I may see him again, and I may not. Either way, 
we had crossed paths when we were supposed to, and if we 
do or don’t in the future, it was as it was. 


One thing was for sure. My luck had changed. 


Not that any of these things, a house, money, a job, are 
important in the long run, but in the short term, it gave me 
a comfortable space to integrate my experiences in the 
woods. 


I was warm, dry, sheltered, and fed. This allowed me to 
focus more intently on my internal state. 


I mostly stayed to myself for the two months that 
followed. 


I was able to save enough money that I paid back the 
veterans’ program the money they had given me for the 
deposit and first month’s rent. 


They were surprised since they did not expect it back, 
and I think I was the first to offer it. 


I felt it was the right thing to do. 


>KK KK 


I spent a lot of time in my studio apartment with a 
brilliant view of a rolling hill full of grass. 


After I rested for a week, I began to allow my mind to 
turn over the weird experiences in the woods, and that’s 
when “she” began to make herself known. 


Who is “she”? 
That’s not for me to say. 


All I can say is when I started to meditate in an attempt 
to recall the events of the final night in the woods, I began 
to sense a presence looking at me from the void that I was 
using as my point of focus. 


The sensation of this presence is what I suspect those 
who were part of the “God Helmet” experiments reported 
during that infamous research program. 


I could feel synesthesia, a pressure on my body, and when 
I reached out with my mind, I sensed it was coming from 
the point of my focus. 


Namely, an idea of the nothingness that underlies the 
illusion we know as everything. 


I had distilled this focused meditation from many sources, 
like The Kyoto School of Philosophy, some of the more 
secular forms of Zen, my study of nothingness and the 
mathematical concept of zero, as well as my own personal 
form of non-despairing nihilism, or “happy nihilism” as I 
liked to call it. 


This is the first time I had space and time to really put it 
into action. 


Up until now, my life was not such that I could do 
anything except ruminate upon how such a system would 
work in practice. 


Now I was putting this theoretical system of happy 
nihilism through its test drive, and I was getting some kind 
of results. 


I decided to test this feeling and focused on the void, 
represented in my mind as a dark, upright oval shape, 
floating mid-air in a field. 


I pressed with my mind and asked in a non-verbal way, “Is 
there something you have to tell me?” 


I almost immediately felt a warm, feminine voice pour 
from the void. It slipped into my mind and filled it like 
warm water, flowing smoothly and efficiently to fill every 
corner. 


“T am,” she said, with a clear voice that still somehow 
carried the resonant qualities of having come through 
water. 


The water gurgled as if shifting position in my mind. 


“T have nothing to tell you. You already know it. I am here 
to help you retrieve the parts you need,” the voice 
continued. 


I sat very still, not in fear but in the form of reverence or 
awe. 


“Only as much at a time as you can assimilate.” The voice 
spoke again. 
“Who are you?” I asked, wondering if that was 
appropriate. 
There was a gurgling pause, and then the voice 
continued. 


“Many names. Tiamat, the void, she, her, the egg, the 
zero from which all monads emerge—” 


The presence sloshed again, and I got the impression of a 
snake coiling, a snake made of water. 


“Names are not important. Names are derogatory.” It 
splashed its words at me. 


Then it began. The missing events of my time in the 
woods came back to me. As promised, I was given an event 
and then allowed time to process it. 


Sometimes I “logged out,” as I had taken to calling it, and 
then logged back in a day or so later. 


In retrospect, this makes sense. “She” had placed a void 
where certain events resided. Not lost to me but set up ina 
place that allowed titration. 


When I was ready for the next event, it would emerge 
from the “no thing” as a “some thing,” thereby recreating 
the process of a thing from a place of nothing. 


Some may Call this the miracle of the original creation, 
and while the sentiment is not wrong, the language is 
repellant because it recalls the thinking of the zealots, the 
disciples of law and order, the pawns of Marduk, the false 
god with false claims to the title “creator.” 


Naturally, this method of retrieval is how she would do it. 


Create a void and then perform the “miracle” to create 
each event as I became ready to absorb them. 


One thing she told me was that I was to return to the 
camp in the ditch once a year for a period of four days and 
just wait. 


What may happen is nothing at all or possibly something. 


I suspect that Ralph was waiting for someone like me to 
come along before he felt released from his watch. 


Now he was free and roaming, and the thought of that 
made me happy. 


Since I was close by in San Luis Obispo, I felt like I could 
stay here for a while and venture up Highway 1 once a year 
for three days without causing too much disruption. 


In Ralphs's case, since he arrived and found a job at the 
bakery, it was convenient for him to stay where he was. 
KKK K 


Another discovery was that Ralph had surreptitiously 
recorded our conversations at the ditch camp. 


I am not sure why he did this other than, I assume, so 
that I would have a record of all of this. 

Should I ever make any of this record public, I will 
include transcripts of those conversations as well as my 
early monologues, so someone following along behind me 
here will at least have a modicum of context. 

I found Cameron’s book, Liminal, and after reading it, I 
understood a lot more. Cameron, like me, had crossed over 
and made contact. Like me, he had also brought something 
back. 

Was that what he was warning me about? 

Was he concerned that I was not up to the challenge? 

I wondered if he had brought back “her.” 

I wondered how much his influence played a part in my 
path that ultimately led me to “her.” I may never know the 
full extent of Cameron’s influence, intentional or otherwise. 

KKK K 


I will tell you something “she” told me because I think it 
might help. 
She prefers ones who have an artist’s soul. 


Like me, if you are an artist who got distracted along the 
way and convinced yourself that you are a “business 


person,” expect a large part of your work to be in undoing 
that illusion and remembering your roots. 


You are not a milk cow, which is, unfortunately, the 
relationship an artist who sells their gifts to commerce has 
put themselves in. 


She does not appreciate it when her children sell 
themselves in such a way. 


Those gifts come from her, and they are not to be 
bartered away like pearls before swine. 


The people you are prostituting yourself to are not 
worthy, nor are they capable of extracting the objects they 
desire from the void. That is why they parasite off of you. 


Never forget, once you allow yourself to be a milk cow, 
you have marked yourself as a potential meat cow. You will 
only remain useful as long as you can provide bits from 
“over there” to undeserving swine. 


I don’t expect most people to get any of this at all, but 
there will be a small percentage of people for whom this 
information will “click” or, as an old chaos math professor I 
used to know was fond of saying, they will “grok” it. 


That’s the only way anyone will get it. 


A cerebral understanding of this information is not 
sufficient. 


You must absorb this on a cellular level. This is why 
extreme situations are necessary. You must be shocked out 
of this reality and into another. Anything else is third-rate 
tourism. 


A common defense mechanism will probably be to 
dismiss this as the ravings of a madman. That’s for the best 
since such an attitude betrays a wall that, if broken down 
by force, would result in catastrophic failure of the false 
ego. 


Most people are not ready to accept that they are, on all 
levels, a continuum and not a “this or that.” A verb, not a 
noun. 

ORK KK 


Now I suppose you are expecting me to tell you what my 
actual experience in the woods was in a blow-by-blow kind 
of way. 


Sorry to disappoint, but that is not going to happen. 


What happened was for me, and most of it would not be 
relevant to you or even make any sense. 


What needs to happen is you need to go find her or your 
version of her for yourself. 


I can tell you what this is not. 
It is not a how-to; it is not a lazy man’s guide. 
It is not a shortcut, and you should not expect it to be. 


This knowledge has a cost, and the price is the hard work 
it takes to entice it out of the void. The price is a gamble, 
and as with a bona fide bet, a very real possibility of loss 
must accompany it. 


Quid Pro Quo. 


I would not and could not give you a playbook even if I 
was inclined to do so. 


I can tell you some of what I think all of this means in a 
general sense and how you might put yourself in the 
position to open your own personal communication 
channel. 


Go to the woods and sit a vigil, after proper preparation, 
of course. 


Have a partner that is willing to work out the stone-on-a- 
log scenario with you or at least something similar. 


Take all the time you need with the preparation and 
maybe do something like I did with the monologues. 


Tradition says no records, but I say, follow your own will 
on this one point. 


Be brutally honest, bare your soul, uncover long-buried 
diversions, distractions, and projections. 


Remember, this is a story about you to you about how you 
got to where you are. Be here now. Right where you are 
sitting now. 


Find a spot, settle in, and wait for the contact. 


If you go with the right intention and the necessary state 
of mind, which is to say, out of your mind, as Rimbaud and 
Artaud prescribed, the void will look back at you. 


Locate the void. Look into it until you have its attention, 
until you feel it peering back. Stare into it, lovingly, openly, 
in a receptive state of mind, and don’t blink. 


Shut up and listen. 


If you’re lucky, you can hear her, and by hearing her, you 
invite her in. 


Meanwhile, I will be waiting and learning Xen from her, 
at the gateway. 
Call me Ezra Buckley. 


NOT THE END 
The story concludes at https://stationumero.xyz 





The circle. This picture was taken by a friend who visited the area a year later. 
The striped wire lying across the road is new. 


SHE IS THAT 


Tiamat 

I sit 

still, empty 

not observing the void 

not partaking of the void 

but extending the void 

I hear you 

I become mindful of your presence 
This is your intention 

conscious or not 

I become mindful of your intention 
and you recede 

I become mindful of my mindfulness 
and you recede 

I recede 

I am the void 

The projection on the theater screen of ego 
that I call "me" 

and you call "you" 

observes the great, deep, dark, oceanic 
her name is Tiamat 

she is that which all things come from 
the cup 

the absolute zero 


the void from which the miracle of emergence occurs 
a monad 

from no thing 

a one from a zero 

and Marduk and his mindless hordes of Mardukians 
worship the sun 

say there is ONE 

and claim a pyrrhic victory 

the great lie 


"She is slain! Order is created. Law is declared! Here are 
the gifts!" 


Law 
Money 
Slavery 
Clocks 
Calendars 
Work 
Property 


And many monkeys look puzzled but merely shuffle and 
mutter 


"Thanks" 

Yet no one asks, 

“How do you destroy a void?" 
Unable to create 

they 

it 

chopped up the great no thing 


and pretended to be responsible 
for the miracle or 

things from no thing 

Where does a void go? 


The answer is nowhere and everywhere and where did it 
go and the answer is no place and every place 


and the key is not geometric, mechanistic chants and 
circles and squares but rather a higher non-geometrical 
geometry. 


Lines and limits are the magicks of Marduk. 
Our lady dragon is more fractal and nonlinear. 
Be random to invoke her 

with true, pure motions 

shoot into a crowd with no clear target 
scream her name at skyscrapers 

in the rain 

burn down a building 

a city block 

make sure they remember 


SHE NEVER DIED AND ALL YOU NEED DO IS CALL 
HER AND SHE WILL ANSWER. 


TIAMAT! 
TIAMAT! 
TIAMAT! 
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